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INTRODUCTION. 



riow bursty ye Wmter ckmdi that lower. 

Fling bom your folds the pioicuig shower; 

Sing to the tower and leafless tree, 

Ye cold winds of adversily ; 

Your bli^its, your chilling iiduenoe abedf 

On wareleas heart, and houselesA head^ 

Your ruth or fiiry I disdain, 

IVe found my Mountain Lyre again* 

Come tomy heart, my only stay ! 
Cfxnpanion of a happier day ! 
Thou gift of Heayen, thou pledge of good, 
Har{> of the mountain and iJbe wood ! 
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4 THE QUBBN^S WAKB. 

I little thought, when first I tried 
Thy notes by lone Saint Mary^'s side. 
When in a deep imtrodden den, 
I found thee in the braken ^en, 
I little thou^t that idle toy 
Should e^er become my only joy ! 

A maiden^s youthful smiles had wove 
Around my heart the toils of love. 
When first thy magic wires I rung. 
And on the breeze thy numbers flung. 
The fervid tear played in mine eye; 
I trembled, wept, and wondered why. 
Sweet was the thrilling ecstacy : 
I know not if ^twas love or thee. 

Weenednot my heart, when youth hadflown 
Friendship would fade, or fi^rtune frown; 
When pleasure, love, and mirth were past. 
That thou should^st prove my all at la9t ! 
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INTRODUCTION. 

Jeered by conceit and lordly pride^ 
I flung my soothing harp aside ; 
With wayward fortune strove a while ; 
Wrecked in a world of self and guile. 
Again I sought the braken hill ; 
Again sat musing by the rill; 
My wild sensations all were gone, 
And only thou wert left alone. 
Long hast thou in the moorland lain^ 
Now wdioome to my heart again. 

The russet weed of mountain gray 
No more shall round thy border play ; 
No more the brake-flowers, o^er thee piled. 
Shall mar thy tones and measures wild. 
Harp of the Forest, thou shalt be 
Fair as the bud on forest tree ! 
Sweet be thy strains, as those that swell 
In Ettrick'^s green and fairy dell; 
Soft afr the breeze c^ falling even. 
And purer than the dews of heaven. 
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S THE QUBBN*S WAKE. 

Of minstrel honours, now no vaate; 
Of bards, who sung in days of yore; 
Of gallanA duefis, in ootntly guise ; 
Of ladies^ smile^ of ladies^ eyes ; 
Of royal feast and obsequies ; 
When Caledon, with look serere, 
Saw Beauty^s hand her so&ptre bear,— - 
By cliff and haunted wild FU sing, 
Besponsiire to thy dulcet string. 

When wanes the drding year away, 
When scttfoely siMles the doubtful dsiy, 
Fair daughter of DunedEn, say, 
Hast diou not heard, at midnight deep. 
Soft music on thy slumbai^ creep ? 
At such a time, if eareless ttirown 
Thy slender fohn oh couch of down. 
Hast dioil iM fdtj to nature true, 
The tear steal fiom thine eye so Uue ? 
If then thy guildess bosom strore 
In blissful dreams of conscious love. 
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INTROOUCTIOM. T 

And efven ahnuik faatk proflTer bland 
Of loyer^s visioiiary haod. 
On such ecstatic dream when brake 
The mu^ of tile Budoj^t Wake, 
Hast thou not weened thyself on high, 
listening to ang!^* melody, 
^Scaped firain a wcdd of cares away. 
To dieam of lore and hhss fixr aye? 

The diwn diapdled, die music gbn^ 
Hast thou not, oghing, all alone, 
Proffered t^y vows to Heaven, and then 
Blest the sweet Wake, and slqptagam? 

Then list, ye maidens, to my lay, 
Though old tlie tale, and past the day ; 
Those Wakes, now played by minstrcls poor, 
At midnight's darkest, cfaillest lyxir, . 
Those humUe Wakes, now soomed by all. 
Were first begun in courtly hall. 
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When royal Mabt, Uithe of mood, 
Kept holiday at Holyrood. 

SooUand, involved in factious faroil% 
Groaned deep beneath her woes and toik^ 
And looked o^er meadow, dale, and lea, 
For many a day her Queen to see; 
Hojung that then her woea would oeaae. 
And all her vallies smile in peace. 
The Spring was past, the Summer gcme; 
Still vacant stood the Scottish throne : 
But scarce had Autumn'^s mellow hand 
Waved her rich banner o'^er the land, 
When rang the shouts, fix>m tower and tree. 
That Scotland's Queen was on the sea. 
Swift spread the news o'er down and dale, 
Swift as the lively autumn gale; 
Away, away, it echoed still. 
O'er many a moor and Highland hill. 
Till rang each g^ and verdant plain. 
From Cheviot to the northern main. 
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Each bard attuned the loyal lay, 
And for Dunedin hied away; 
Each harp was strung in woodland bower, 
In praise of beauty^s bonniest flower. 
The diiefs forsook their ladies fair; 
The priest his beads and books of prayer ; 
The fanner left his harvest day. 
The ahefdieid all his flocks to stray ; 
The forester forsook the wood. 
And hasted on to Holjnrood. 

After a youth, by woes overcast, 
After a thousand sorrows past, 
The lovely Mary once again 
Set foot upon her native phun; 
Ejieeled on the pier with modest grace. 
And turned to heaven h^ beauteous face. 
^Twas then the caps in air were blended, 
A thousand thousand shouts ascended ; 
Sluvered the breese around the throng; 
Gray bairisr difls the peab prolong; 
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10 THE Q0BBir8 WAKE. 

And every tongue gave tfauka to Heairoi^ 
That Maiy to their hopes was ghren. 



Her oomdj fixm and graDcfiil i 
Bespoke the Lady and the Qumi; 
The woes of <»e so ftir and youngs 
Moved every heart and every tongue. 
Driven from her home^ a hfe^eas duld^ 
To brave the winds and bUlows wild; 
An exile bred in veahns a&% 
Amid commotion, broil, and war. 
In one short year her hopes all crofised»«M 
A parent, husband, kingdom lost ! 
And all ere eighteen years had died 
Their honours o'*er her loyal head* 
For such a Queen, the Stuarts' heir, 
A Queen so courteous, j^oui^, and fiur. 
Who would not every foe defy! 
Who would not stand f who would not die ! 

Light on her airy steed she qurung. 
Around with golden tassels hung. 
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No dueftain there rode ludf 8o frae^ 

Or half so light md graoefutty. 

How sweet to see hel: rinj^ets pale 

Wide wa^ng in the southland gdk^ 

Which thiDogh the broom-wood bloasomsfleWy 

To fan her eheefcs of roey hue ! 

Whene'er it beared her bosonl'^ screen, 

What beauties in htt farm were seen ! 

And when her oonrser^s mane it swimg, 

A thousand aktei bells were rung. 

A sight so fair, on SocMirii {dam, 

A Scot shall never see agaiiL 

When Mary turtied her wondering eyes 
On rocks that seemed to pn^ the skies ; 
On palace, park, and battled pile ; 
On lake, on river, sea, and isle ; 
O^er woods and meadows bathed in dew. 
To distant mountains wild and Uue; 
She thought the isle that gave her burtb, 
The sweetest, wildest land on earth. 
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12 THE QITEBN'B WAK& 

Slowly she ambled on her way 
Amid her lords and ladies gay. 
Priest, abbot, layman, all were there, 
And Presbyter with look severe. 
There rode the lords of France and Spain, 
Of England, Flanders, and Lorraine, 
While serried thousands round them stood. 
From shore of Leith to Holyrood. 

Though Mary'^s heart was light as air 
To find a home so wild and fair ; 
To see a gathered nation by, 
And rays of joy fiom every eye ; 
Though irequent shouts the welkin broke. 
Though couriers bowed and ladies spoke. 
An absent look they oft could trace 
Deep settled on her comely face. 
Was it the thought, that all alone 
She must support a rocking throne ? 
That Caledbnia^s rugged land 
Might sccnn a Lady^'s weak command. 
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INTRODUCTION. 18 

And the Red Lion's haughty eye 
Scowl at a maiden'^s feet to lie ? 

No; ^twas the notes of Scottish song, 
Soft pealing firom the countless thrcmg. 
So mellowed came the distant sweU, 
That on her ravished ear it fell 
Like dew of heaven, at evening close, 
On forest flower or woodland rose. 
For Mary^s heart, to nature true, 
The powers of song and music knew : 
But all the dioral measures Uand, 
Of anthems sung in southern land, 
Appeared an useless pile of art. 
Unfit to sway or melt the heart, 
C(Mnpared with that which floated by, — 
Her ample native melody. 

As she drew nig^ the Abbey stile, 
She halted, reined, and bent the whil^: 



\ Digitized by VjOOQIC 



14f THE QOBEITB WAKI^ 

She heard the Caledonian Ijve 

Pour forth its notes of runic fire; 

But scarcely caught the ravished Queen, 

The minstrers song that flowed between ; 

Entranced upon the strain she hung, 

*Twas thus the gray-haired minstrel sung.— 

<< O ! Lady dear, fair is thy noon, 
But man is lUte the inconstant mocm : 
Last night she smiled o^ear lawn and lea; 
That moon will chai^, and so will he. 

<< Thy time, dear Lady, Is a passing diower; ' 
Thy beauty b but a ftifing flower ; 
Watdi thy young bosom, and maiden eye. 
For the shower must fidl, and the floweret die.^-^ 

What ails my Queen? said good Argy]e» 
Why fades upcxi her dieek the smile? 
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Say, reon ycm steed txio fioroe and hi^ i 
Or nts your golden seat awry ? 



Ah ! noy my Lord ! this noUe steed. 
Of Bouen'*s calm and genesous breed. 
Has borne me oirer bill and plain. 
Swift as the duiMieer of the Seine. 
But such a wild and simple lay, 
Poured fvom the hasp ef minstxel gray. 
My every sense away itstole. 
And swayed a while my sqptuied sooL 
O ! say, my Lord (for you must know 
What strains along your valUes AoWy 
And an 4he koaids of HigUand km), 
Was ev^ song so sweet befiire?-«- 

Beplied the Sarl» aa mund he ihingf— 
Feeble the strain that asinatrd sung! 
My loyal Dame, if oaoe you heard 
The Scottish ley frma H^IUaiiaiMurd, 
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16 THE aUBttira WAKK. 

Then might you say, in rqitures meet, 
No song was ever half so sweet ! 

It nerves the arm of warrior wig^t 
To deeds of more than mortal mi^t; 
^Twill make the maid, in all her channs, 
Fall weeping in her lover'^s arms ; 
^will charm the mennaid fiom the deqp; 
Make mountain oaks to bend and weep; 
Thrill every heart with horrors dire. 
And shapethe breeae to forms of fire. 

When poured frcnn gieenwood4)ower ateven, 
^Twill draw the sprits down from heaven ; 
And all the fiiys that haunt the wood, 
To dance around in frantic mood. 
And tune thdr mimic harps so boon 
Beneath the diff and midnight moon. 
Ah ! yes, my Queen ! if once you heard 
The Scottish lay from Highland bard, 
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IMTBODUCTION. 17 

Then might you say in raptures meet. 
No song was ever half so sweet.— 

Queen Mary lighted in the court ; 
Queen Mary joined the evening^s sport ; 
Yet though at table all il^ere seen. 
To wonder at her air and mien ; 
Though courtiers fawned and ladies sung, 
Still in her ear the accents rung,— ^ 
<< WaUh ihff young boiom^ and maiden eye^ 
** For Ae shower muetfatt^imdihefawretdie. 
These words prophetic seemed to be. 
Foreboding wo and misery; 
And much she wished to prove ere long. 
The wonderous powers of Scottish scmg. 

When next to ride the Queen was bound. 
To view the dty^s amjde round. 
On high amid the gathered crowd, 
A herald thus proclaimed aloud:— 

C 
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18 THfi QUBBN'S WAKE. 

<< Peace, peace to SootlandV wasted valee^ 
To her dark heaths and Highland dales; 
To her brave sons of warlike mood, 
To all her daughters fiiir and good; 
Peace o^er her ruined vales shall pour, 
Like beam of heaYeir behind the shower. 
Let every harp and echo ring; 
Let maidens smile and poets sing ; 
For love and peace, entwined shall sleep, 
Calm as the moon-beam on the deep ; 
By waving wood and wandering rill. 
On puiple heath and Highland hill. 

<< The soul of warrior stem to charm. 
And faigptry and rage disarm. 
Our Queen commands, that every bard 
Due honours have,' and high rqjard. 
If, to his song of roQii;^ .fir^ 
He j<nn the Caledonian lyr^j. 
And skill in legendary \ate, 
Still higher shall his honours soar. 
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For all the arts beneath the heaven, 
That man has fofond, or God has given, 
None draws the soul so sweet away, 
As music^s melting mystic lay ; 
Slight emblem of the bliss above, 
It sooths the spirit all to love. 

^' To cherish this attractive art, 
To lull the passions, mend the heart. 

Hear what oar lovely iQueen ordons. 

<< Each Caledonian bard must seek 
Her courtly halls on Christmas week, 
That then the Royal Wake may be 
Cheered by their thrilling minstrelsy. 
No ribaldry the Queen must bear. 
No scHig unmeet for maiden'^s ear. 
No jest, nor adulation bland. 
But l^ends of our native land ; 
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And he whom most the court rc^garchi^ 

High be his honours and rewards. 

Let every Sootdsh bard give ear, 

Let every Scottish bard appear; 

He then before the court must stand, 

In nadve garb, with harp in hand- 

At home no minstrel dare to tarry : 

High the behest — God save Queen Mary !^ 

Little recked they, that idle throng. 
Of muffler's power or minstrePs song; 
But crowding their young Queen around, 
Whose stately courser pawed the ground. 
Her beauty more their wonder swayed. 
Than all the ndsy herald said ; 
Judging the proffer all in sport. 
An idle whim of idle court 
But many a bard preferred his prayer; 
For many a Scottish bard was there. 
Quaked each fond heart with raptures strongs 
Each thought upon his harp and song ; 
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INTRODUCTION. 81 

And tummg home without delay, 
Coned his wild strain by mountain gray* 

Each glen was sought for tales of old, 
Of luckless love, of warrior bold. 
Of ravished maid, or stolen child 
By freakish fairy of the wild ; 
Of sheeted ghost, that had revealed 
Dark deeds of guilt finom man concealed; 
Of boding dreams, of wandering spright. 
Of dead-lights glimmering through the night ; 
Yea, every tale of ruth or weir. 
Could waken pity, love, or fear. 
Were decked anew, with anxious pain, 
And sung to native airs again. 

Alas! those lays offireonoe more 
Are wrecked ^mid heaps of mouldering lore ! 
And feeble he who dares presume 
That heavmly Wake-light to reluine. 
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8* THE QUEBN*S WAKE. 

But, grieved the legendary laj 
Should periah from our land for aye. 
While sings the lark above the wold. 
And an his flocks rest in the fiild. 
Fondly he strikes, beside the pen, 
The harp of Tanow^g braken ^en. 

December came ; his aspect stem 
Glared deadly 6*& the mountain cairn ; 
A polar sheet was round him flung, 
And ioe^iq)ear8 at Jtns girdle hung ; 
OVr frigid field, and drifted cone. 
He strode undaunted and alone ; 
Or, throned amid the Grampians gray. 
Kept thaws and suns of heaven at bay. 

Not stem December^ fierce control 
Could quench the flame of unnstrel'^s soul : 
Little recked they, our bards of old. 
Of Autumn^s showers, or Winter^s cold. 
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Sound slept they oti the nighted hill. 
Lulled by the winds or babbling rill : 
Curtained within the Winter doud ^ 
The heath their coueh, the sky thor ahroud. 
Yet their''8 the strains that touch the heart. 
Bold, rapid, wild, and void of art. 

Unlike the bards, whose milky lays 
Delight in these degenerate dsys : 
Their crystal springs and heather bmwn. 
Is dianged to wine and couch of down; 
Effeminate as lady gay, — 
Such as the bard, so is his lay ! 

But then was seen, from every vale. 
Through drifting snows and rattling hail. 
Each Caledoniah minstrel true. 
Dressed in his plaid and bonnet blue, 
With harp across his shoulders slung, 
And music miumuiing round his toi^e. 
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24 THB QUEEN'S WAKE. 

Fordng his way, in rapturas high, 
To Holyrood his skill to try. 

Ah ! when at home the songs they raised. 
When gi^nng rusdcs stood and gased. 
Each bard believed, with ready will, 
Unmatched his song, unmatched his skill ! 
But when the royal halls appcBied, 
Each aspect changed, each bosom feared; 
And when in court of Holyrood 
Filed harps and bards around him stood^ ' 
His eye emitted cheerless ray, 
Hb hope, his sfurit sunk away : 
There stood the minstrel, but his mind 
Seemed left in native g^en bdiind. 

Unknown to men of sordid heart, 
What joys thepoet^S hopes impart; 
Unknown, how his high soul is torn 
By cold neglect, or canting scorn : 
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That meteor toidi of mental light, 
A breath can quench, or kindle bright. 
Oft has that mind, which braved serene 
The shafts of pover^. and pain, 
The Summer toil, the Winter blast. 
Fallen victim to a frown at last 
Easy the boon he asks of thee; 
O! spare his heart in courtesy I 

There rolled each bard his anxious eye, 
Or strode his adversary by. 
No cause was there for names to scan, 
Each minstrePs plaid bespoke his dan ; 
And the blunt bordeier''s plain array. 
The bonnet.broad and blanket gray. 
Bard sought of bard a look to steal ; 
Eyes measured each from head to heel. 
Much w<xider rose, that-men so famed. 
Men save with rapture never named, 
Looked only so,— they could not tell,«— 
Like other men, and scarce so well. 
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Though keen the hitat, and long the way. 
When twilight dowd that didaious day. 
When nmnd the table all weie set. 
Small heart had they to talk or leat ; 
Bed look askance, blunt whuper low. 
Awkward remark, unoourtly bow, 
Were all that past in that bright thiong. 
That group of genmne sons of song. 

One did the honours of the board, 
Who seemed a courier or a lord. 
Strange his array and speech withal, 
Gael deemed him soi|them— aoutfaem, Gael. 
Courteous his mien, his aoorats weak. 
Lady in manner bb in make ; 
Yet round the board a whisper ran. 
That that same gay imd ompering man 
A minstrel was of wonderous fione, 
Who firom a distant repon came, 
To bear the prize beyond the sea 
To the green shores of Italy. 
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The wine was flenred^ and, sooth to say. 
Insensibly it stole away* 
Thrice did they dram the allotted store, 
And wondering, skinkers dun for more ; 
Which vanished swifter than the first,-^ 
Little weened they the poets'* thirst 

Still as that ruddy juioe they drained. 
The eyes were dieared, the qpeeoh regained ; 
And latent sparks of fancy glowed. 
Till one abundant torrent flowed 
Of wit, of humour, sodal glee. 
Wild music, nurth, and reveliy. 

Just when a jest had thrilled the crowd, 
Just when the laugh was long and loud. 
Entered a squire with summons smart;— 
That was the kndll that pierced the heart !— 
" The court awaits C* he bowed— was gone,— 
Our bards sat changed to busts of stone. 
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As ever ye heard the greoi-wood deD, 
On mam of June one warbled swell, 
If buret the thunder from on hi^, 
How hushed the woodland inelody ! 
Even so our bards shrunk at the view 
Of what they wished, and what they knew. 

Their numbers given, the lots were cast. 
To fix the names of first and last; 
Then to the dazzling hall were led, 
Poor minstrels less alive than dead. 

There such a scene entranced the view. 
As heart of poet never knew, 
^was not the flash of golden gear, 
Nor blaze of alver chandelier ; 
Not ScothuuPs cfaiefis of noble air, 
Nor dazzling rows of ladies finr ; 
^Twas one enthroned the rest above,— 
Sure ^twas the Queen of grace and love ! 
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Tidier the fonn, and fair the bieant 
Yon radiant golden zones invest. 
Where the vexe4 nibies blench in death. 
Beneath yon lips and balmy breath. 
Coronal gems of every dye, 
Look dim above yon beaming eye : ' 
Yon cheeks outvie the dawning^s glow, 
Bed shadowed on a wreath of snow. 

Oft the rapt bard hif^ thought alone, 
Of charms by mankind never known ^ 
Of virginis, pure as opening day, 
Or bosom of the flower of May : 
Oft dreamed of beings free frc»n stain, 
Of maidens of the emerald main. 
Of fiiiiy dames in grove at even. 
Of angels in the walks of heaven: 
But, nor in earth, the sea, nor sky, 
In fairy dream, nor ftncy^s eye. 
Vision his soul had ever seen 
Like Mart Stuart, Scotland's Queen. 
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NIGHT THE FIRST. 



JbLnsHED was the Court— the courtiers gazed— 
Each eye was bent, each soul amazed. 
To see that group of genuine ^orth. 
Those far-famed minstrek of the north. 
So motley wild thar garments seemed ; 
Their eyes, where tints of madness gleamed, 
Fired with impatience eveiy breast, 
And expectation stood confest 
D 
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Short was the pause ; the stranger yoilth. 
The gaudy minstrel of the south, 
Whose glossy eye and lady form 
Had never braved the northern storm, 
Stepped lightly forth,— -kneeled three times low,—' 
And then^ with many a smile and bow. 
Mounted the form amid the ring. 
And rung his harp^s responsive string. 
Though true the chords, and mellow-toned, 
Lcmg, long he twisted, long he ooned ; 
Well pleased to hear his name they knew; 
*^ ^is Rizzio !^ round in whispers flew. 

Valet with Parma^s knight he came. 
An angler in the tides of fame ; 
And oft had tried,' with amdous ptun. 
Respect of Scotladd^s Queen to gain. 
Too well his eye, with seft]hcbing art^ 
Perorived heir fimd, her wareless heart ; 
And though unskilled b Scottish song. 
Her notice he had woded so long ; 
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With pain by night, and care by: day, 
He framed this fervid, flowery lay*— 

THE FIRST BARD*S SOKG. 

L 

Came ye by On^s verdant gteep, 

That smiles the restless ocean over? 
Heard ye a suflSsring maiden weep P 

Heard ye her name afiathful lover ? 
Saw ye an aged matnm stand' 
O^er yon green grove above the strand, 
Bent like the trunk of withered tree. 
Or yon old thorn that flips the sea ? 
Fixed her dim eye, her face as pale 

As the mists that 6*er her flew : 
Her joy is fled like the flower of the vale. 

Her hope like the morning dew ! 
That matron was lately as proud of her stay. 
As the mightiest monarch of soeptre or sway : 
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O list to the tale ! His a tale of soft sorrow. 

Of Malcolm of Lorn, and young Ann of Glen-Om. 

IL 

The sun is sweet at early moni) 

Just blushing finm the ooean^s bosom ; 
The rose that decks the woodland thorn 

Is fairest in its opening blossom ; 
Sweeter than opening rose in dew, 
Than vernal flowers of richest hue. 
Than fragrant birch or weeping willow, 
Than red sun resting on the billow ; 
Sweeter than au^t to mortals given 

The heart and soul to prove; 
Sweeter than aught beneath the heaven. 

The joys of early love ! 
Never did maiden, and manly youth. 
Love with such fervor, and love with such truth ; 
Qr|)lea8ures and virtues alternately borrow. 
As Malcolm of Lorn, and fiiir Ann of Glen^nu 
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III. 

The day is come, the dreaded day, 

Must part two loving hearts for ever ; 
The ship lies rocking in the bay, 

The boat comes rippling up the river : 
O happy has the gloaming^s eye 

In green 61en4Ihn,^s bosom seen them ! 
But soon shall lands and nations lie. 

And angry oceans roll between them. 
Yes, they must part, for ever part , 
Chill falls the truth on dther heart ; 
For honour, titles, weahh, and state. 
In distant lands her sire await 
The maid must with her sire away, 

She cannot stay behind ; 
Strait to the south the pennons play, 

And steady is the wind. 
Shall Malcolm relinquish the home of his youth. 
And sail with his love to the lands of the south? 
Ah, no ! fisr his father is gone to the tomb : 
One parent survives in her desolate home f 
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No child but her Malcolm to cheer her lone way : 
Break not her fimd heart, gentle Malcolm, O, stay ! 

IV. 

The boat impatient leans ashore, 

Her prow sleeps cm a sandy pillow ; 
The rower leans upon his oar, 

Already bent to brush the billow. 
O I Malcolm, view yon melting eyes. 

With tears yon stainless roses stee|nng ! 
O f Maloohn, list thy mother^s sighs ; 

She^s leaning oV her staff and weeping ! 
Thy Annan's heart is bound to thine. 
And must that gentle heart repiHe ! ^ 
Quick from the shore the boat must fly ; 
Her soul is speaking through her eye; 
Think of thy joys in Onfs shade ; 

From Anna canst thou sever ? 
Think of the vows thou often hast made, 

To love the dear maiden for ever. 
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And canst tbou taregp bugIi beauty and youth. 
Such maiden hbmnir and spotlesB truth ? 
FcMrbid it ! — He yields; to the boat he draws mgh. 
Haste, Makxdm, aboard, and revert not thine eye. 

V. 
That trembling voice, in murmurs weak, 

Comes not to Uast the hcqpes before thee; 
For pity, Maloohn, turn, and take 

A last ftrewell of her that bore thee. 
She says no word to mar thy bliss; 
A last embrace, a parting kiss. 
Her love deserves;^— then be thou gone; 
A mother^s joys are thine alone. 
Friendship may fiwle, and fintune prove 

Deceitful to thy heart; 
But never can a mother's love 

From her own offipring part. 
That tender fcnn, now bent and gray. 
Shall quickly sink to her native day ; 
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Then who shall watdi her partiiig bvealfay 
And shed a tear o'^er her cauch of death ? 
Who follow the dust to its long long home^ 
And hi J that head in an honoured tcmib ? 

VI. 
Oft hast thou, to her bosom prest, 

For many a day about bem borne; 
Oft hushed and cradled on her breast, 

And canst thou leave that breast finrlom f 
0*er all thy aik her heart has bled ; 
Oft has she watdied beside thy bed ; 
Oft prayed for thee in ddl at even. 
Beneath the pitying stars of heaven. 
Ah f Malcofan, ne^er was parent yet 

So tender, so benign ! 
Never was maid so loved, so sWeet, 

Nor soul so rent as thine ! 
He looked to the boat, — slow she heaved finom the 

shore; 
He saw his loved Anna all speechless implore : 
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But, grasped by a cold and a tzcmUing hand. 
He dung to hia parent, and sunk on the strand. 

VII. 

The boat across the tide flew fast, 

And left a silver curve behind ; 
Loud sung the sailor from the mast, 

S[»ead]ng his sails befiore the wind. 
The stately ship, adown the bay, 

A onrdet framed of heaving snow. 
And fluned ofoi hi^^ the slender spray, 

Till rainbows i^eamed around her prow. 
How straiped was Malcobn^s watery ^e, 
Yon fleeting vision to descry ! 
But, ah ! her viigiii fyna so fair. 
Soon vanished in the liquid air. 
Away to Ont^s headland steep 

The youth retired the while. 
And saw th^ uqpitjing vessel sweep 

Around yon Highlai>d isle. 
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Hb heart andlns nund vMi that vessel had gone ; 
His scKTow was deep, and deqpainng his moan, 
When, liftiiig his eyes from the green heaving deep, 
He prayed the Ahnightj Us Anna to ke^. 

VIII. 

High o'^er the crested cLffii of Lorn 

The curlew coned her wild hravura ; 
The sun, in pall of purple borne. 

Was hastening down the steqis of Jura. 
The glowing ocean heaveid her breast. 

Her wandering lover^s glances imder ; 
And shewed his radiant fiHin, imprest 

Deep in a wavy w€Mrld of wonder. 
Not all the ocean^s dyes at even. 
Though varied as the bow of heaven ; 
The countless isles so dusky blue. 
Nor medley of the gray curlew. 
Could light on MakUm^s spirit shed ; 

Their glory all was gone I 
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For his joy was fled, his hope was dead, 

And his heart forsaken and lone. 
The sea-bird sought hex roofless nest,' 
To warm her brood with her downy breast ; 
And near her home, on the margin dun, 
A mother weeps o^er her duteous son. 

IX. 

One little boat alone is seen 

On all the lovely dappled main. 
That aoftly sinks the waves between. 

Then vaults their heaving breasts again ; 
With snowy sul, and rower'^s sweep, 

Across the tide she seems to fly. 
Why bears die on yon headland steep. 

Where nether house nor home is nigh ? 
Is that a vision from the deep 
That springs ashore and scales the steep, 
Nor ever stays its ardent haste 
Till sunk upon young Maloolm^s breast ! 
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O ! spare that breast so lowly laid. 

So fraught with deepest sorrow ! 
It is his own, his dariing maid, 

Young Anna of Glen-Ora I — 
<< My Malcolm ! part we ne^er again ! 
My father saw thy bosom'^s pain ; 
Pitied my grief from thee to sever ; 
Now I, and Glen-Ora, am thine for ever !^— 

X. 

That blaze of joy, duough clouds of woc^ 
Too fierce upon his heart did fall. 

For, ah! the shafl had lefl the bow. 
Which powa- of man could not recall ! 

No word of love could Malcolm speak ; 
No raptured kiss his lips impart ; 

No tear bedewed his shivering dieek. 
To ease the grasp that held his heart 

His arms essayed one kind embrace- 
Will they enclose her? never! never! 
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A smile set softly on his face, 

But ah ! the eye was set for ever ! 
^Twas more than broken heart could brook ! 
How throbs that breast !— How still that look ! 
One shiver more ! All ! all is 6*er 1-^ 
As melts the wave on level shore ; 
As fades the dye of falling even, 
Far on the nlver verge of heaven ; 
As on thy ear, the mibstrel'^s lay,-^- 
So died the comely youth away.^ 



The strain died soft in note of woe, 
Nor breath nor whisper *gan to flow 
From courtly circle ; all as still 
As midnight on the lonely hill. 
So well that foreign minstrel^s strain 
Had mimicked passira, woe, and pain. 
Seemed even the chilly hand of death 
Stealing away his mellow breath. 
So sighed-^so stopped— so died his lay,«* 
Hi$ sjnrit too seemed fled for aye/ 
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'^Tis true, the gay attentiTe throng 
Admired, but loved not mudh, his song; 
Admired his wonderous voice and skill. 
His harp that thrilled or wqpt at vilL 
But that affected gaudy ihyme, 
The querulous keys and changing chime, 
Scarce could the Highland dneftain brook : 
Disdain seemed kindling in his look. 
That song so viqfnd, axtful, terse. 
Should e^er compete with Scottish varse. 

But she, the faired of the fair. 
Who sat enthroned in plded chair, 
Well skilled in foreign minstrehy 
And artful airs of Italy, 
Listened his song, with raptures wild. 
And on the happy minstrel smiled. 
Soon did the wily stranger^s eye 
The notice most be wished ec^. 
Then poured his numbers bold and fiee. 
Fired by the groce of miyesty ; 
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And when hk last notes died away. 
When sunk in well-ftigned death he lay, 
When round the crowd began to ring. 
Thinking his spirit on the wing,«— 
First of the dames she came along. 
Wept, sighed, and manrdlled 'mid the throi%« 
And when they eused him, it was said 
The beauteous Soveragn' deigned her aid; 
And in her hands, flb soft and warm, 
Uj^eld the minstreTs hand and arm. 
Then oped his eye with rapture firttd; 
He smiled, and, bowing oft, retired; 
Pleased he so soon had realised. 
What more than gold or fitdne he prized. 

Next in the list was Crardyn^s name: 
No sooner called than forth he came. 
Stately he strode, nor bow made he. 
Nor even a look of courtesy. 
The ompering cringe, and fawning look, 
Of him who late the lists forsook. 
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Roused his proud heart, and fired his eye, 
That glowed with native dignity. 

Full sixty years the baid had seen. 
Yet still his manly form and mien. 
His garb of and^t Caledon, 
Where lines of silk and scarlet shone, 
And golden garters ^neath his knee. 
Announced no man of mean degree. 

Upcm his harp, of wonderous inune. 
Was carved his lineage and his name. 
There stood the cross that name above, 
Fair emblem of Almighty love; 
Beneath rose an embossment proud,— 
A rose beneath a thistle bowed. 

Lightly upon the form he sprung. 
And his bold harp impetuous rung. 
Not one by one the chords he tried. 
But brushed them o^er from side to side, 
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With either hand, so rapid, loud. 
Shook were the halls of H(dyrood 
Then in a mellow tone, and strong. 
He poured this wild and dreadful song.-^ 

THE SECOND BABD'8 BONa 
I. 

When the gusts of October had rifled the thcnrn, . 

Had dappled the woodland, and umbered the plaiiw 
In den of the mountain was Kennedy bom : 

There hushed by the tempest, baptized with the rain. 
His cradle, a mat that swung light on the oak ; 
His couch, the sear mountain-fern, spread on the rock ; 
The white knobs of ice from the chilled nipple hung. 
And loud winter-torrents his lullaby sung. 

II. 

Unheeded he shivered, unheeded he cried ; 

Soon died on the breeze of the forest his moan* 
To his wailings, the weary wood-echo replied; 

His watcher, the wondering redbreast akne. 

E 
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Oil gazed his young eye on the whirl of the itorm, 
And all the wild shades that the desert deform ; 
From cleft in the correi, which thundelns had liven. 
It oped on the pde fleeting Inllows of heaven. 

III. 

The nursling of misery, young Kennedy kilmed 
His hunger, his thirst, and his passions to feed : 

With pity for otfiers his heart never yeamfed,-*- 

Their pain was his ple^ksure,— thor sorrow his meed. 

His eye was the eaglets, die twilight his hue ; 

His stature like psie of the hill where he grew ; 

His soul was the neel-fil^, inhaled from his den. 

And never knew fear, save for ghost of the gloi. 

IV. 

His father a chief, for barbarity known. 

Proscribed, and by gallant Macdougal expelled ; 

Where roUs the dark Teith through the valley of Down, 
The conqueror'^s ihenial he toiled in the field. 
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His master he lovsd nivt, obeyed with a soowl, 
Scarce smothered hia hate, aiMl his rancour of soul ; 
When cbaUenged, his eye and his colour would change^ 
His proud bosom noising and planning revenge. 

V. 

Matilda, ah ! woe that the wild rose^s dye, 

Shed over thy maiden cheek, caused thee to rue ! 

O ! why was the sphereof thy love-roliii^ eye 
Inlaid with the diamond, and dipt in the dew? 

Thy father'^s sole daughter; his hope, and his care ; 

The child of his age, and the chfldof his prayer; 

And thine was the heart that was gentle and kind^ 

And light as the feather, that sports in the wind. 

VI. 

To her home ficomthe liowlands, Matilda returned; 

All fiitr was h^ farm, and untainted her mind. 
Young Kennedy saw her, his appetite burned 

As fierce as the moor^flame impelled by the wind. 
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Was it love? No; the ray his dark soul never knew. 
That spark which eternity bums to renew, 
^was the flash of desire, kindled fierce by revenge, 
Which savages feel the brown desert that range. 

VII. 

Sweet woman ! too well is thy tenderness known; 

Too oflen deep sorrow succeeds thy love-smile ; 
Too oil, in a moment, thy peace overthrown,— 

Fair butt of delusion, of passion, and guile ! 
What heart ynll not bleed for Matilda so gay, 
To art and to long perseverance a prey ? 
Why sings yon scared blacklnrd in sorrowful mood? 
Why blushes the daisy deep in the green-wood ? 

VIII. 

Sweet woman ! with virtue, thou^rt lofty, thou'^rt finee; 

Yield that, thou'^rt a slave, and the mark of disdain: 
No blossom of spring is beleaguered like thee, 

Thoughbruahedby the li^^tning, the wind, and the rain. 
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Matilda is fidlen ! With tears in her eye» 
She seekjB her destroyer; but only can sigh. 
Matilda has fiillen, and soiiow her doom,«— 
The flower of the valley is nipt in the blooin. 

IX. 
Ah ! Kennedy, voigeanoe hangs over thine head ! 

Escape to thy native Glengary forlorn. 
ViThy art thou at midnight away from thy bed? 

Why quakes thy Ing heart at the break of the mom ? 
Why chatters yon Magfne on gaUe so loud ? 
Why flits yon li^t vision in gossamer shroud? 
How came yon white doves bom the window to fly, 
And hover on weariless wing to the sky ? 

X. 

Yon Pie is the prophet of terror and death: 
O^er AbeTs green arbour that omen was given. 

Yon pale boding jdiantom, a messenger wraith ; 
Yon doves two fiur angeb commissioned of Heaven. 
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The sun is in state, and the reapers in motion ; 
Why were they net called to their morning devotion? 
Why slumbers Maodougal so long in his bed ? 
Ah ! pale aa hifhooudi the cid chieftain lies dead ! 

XI. 

Though gnrtefiil the hope to the death-bed that fliee^ 
That lovers and friends o'^er our adhes will weep ; 

The soul, when released from he^ lingering ties. 
In secret may see if their sorrows are deep. 

Who wept f(X the worthy Maodougal f — Not one ! 

His darling Matilda, wfao^ t^o mondis agone, 

Would have mourned for her fitther in sorrow extreme, 

Indulged in a pamfol delectable dream. 

XII. 
But, why do the matrons, while dre^ljg the dead, 

Sit ralent, and look as if something they knew ? 
Why gaze on the features ? Why move th6y the head, 

And point at the bosom so dappled and blue ? 
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Say, was th^rejGDul pky?---^Tkeiii, wbydeepa th^ ved thimderf 
Ah ! hold, for Suspidon stends aknt irifth wonder. 
The bod/s entomb^ aad the green tinf hod oiver,^— 
Matilda is wed to Her dark Highland loiter. 

XIII. 

Yes, the new moon that stooped avet green Aberfoyle, 
And shed her l^ght dews on a fiithei^stiew grave. 

Beheld, in her wane, th^ gay weddiDj|» tunnoil. 
And lig^ited die bride to her ohaiaber at eve: 

Blue, blue wils 'die heaven ; and, o'^er the wide scene, 

A vapoury alver veiliioated serene^ 

A fairy p ei - ape^ d ve , tliat bore fiom the eye 

Wood, mountain, aiKi meadow, in disttmoe to lie. 

XIV. 

The scene was so still, it was all like a viskm; 

The lamp of the moon seeltied' a^ fading far ever. 
^Twas awfully soft, without diade or cj^sion ; 

And nothing was heard but the rush of the river. 
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But why wcm^t the faride-maidens walk an the lea, 
Nor lovers steal out to the ^camore tree ? 
Why turn to the hall with those looks of oonfusion ? 
There^s nothmg abroad !— ^tis a dieam !-*a delusion ! 

XV. 

But why do the hones snort over their food. 
And ding to the manger in seeming dismay ? 

What scares the old owlet afieur to the wood? 
Why screams the Uue heron, as hastoiing away ? 

Say, why is the dog hid so deq> in his cover? 

Each window barred up, and the curtain drawn over ; 

Each white maiden bosom still heaving so high. 

And fixed <m another each fear-speaking eye? 

XVL 

^Tis all an illusion ! the lamp let us trim ! 

Come, rouse thee, old minstrel, to strains of renown; 
The old cup is empty, fill round to the brim. 

And drink the young pair to their chamber just gone. 
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Ha! why i» the cup from the lip to'en away ? 
Why fix^d every fimn like a statue of clay ? 
Say, whence b that outcry of horrid despair ? 
Haste, fly to the marriage bed-^^faamber, ^tis there. 

XVII. 
O ! haste thee, Stratb-Allan, GleiwOgle, away, 

These outcries betoken wild horror and woe; 
The dull ear of midnight is stunned with dismay ; 

Glen-Ogle! Strath.AUan! fly swift as the roe. 
^Mid darkness and death, on etemity^s brim, 
You stood with Macdonald and Ardibald the grim ; 
Then why do you hesitate ? why do you stand 
With claymore unaheathed, and red tiqper in hand ? 

XVIII. 

The tumult is o'^er ; not a murmur nor groan ; 

Wliat footsteps so madly pace through the saloon? 
TTis Kennedy, naked and j^iastly alone. 

Who hies him away by the %ht of the mocm. 
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All prostrate and bleedings MatiMa they fiMmd, 
The threshold her pillow, her comdi the oold g^mnd; 
Her features distorted, her colour the day. 
Her feelings, her vdioe, aAd her reason away. 

XIX. 

Ere mom they retqnied; but how wdl had they nerer I 
They brought with then horror too deqp to sustaim; 
Retiuned but to duu^toi, and vaoash for ever. 

To harrow the bo$oni and fevar the brain. 
List, list to her tide, youUi, levity, beauty ;•— 
O! sweet is the path of devotion and duty !«- 
When pleasure smiles sweetest, dnsad danger and death. 
And think c^ Matilda, the flower of the Teilli. 

XX. 

fObeSteOre^i^CaU* 
^< I had just laid me down, but no woid oould I pvajr t 

I had pillowed my head, and drawn up the bed^joover; 
I thought of the grave where my Idved fiuher lay. 

So damp and so cold, with the grass growing over. 
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I look'^d to my husband ; but just as he came 
To enter my ooocb, it seemed aU in a Same, 
A ghastly refulg^noe as bright as day-nopn, 
Thou^ shut was the dumidber from eye of the moon. 

XXI. 
<< Bestower ofbfluigr! in pity» O ! hide 

That tif^ from the eyeof my spiiil (or ever ; 
That page from the volume a£ memory divide^ 

Or memory and being etemalty sever ! 
My father approadied; our bed-curtains he drew ; 
Ah ! well the gray lodb and pale.fiaatures I knew. 
I saw his fixt eye-balh imfignairtly ^w \ 
Yet still in that look there was pity and woe. 

XXII. 
^ O ! hide thee, my daughter, he eagerly cried ; 

O haste fifom the bed of that parricide loi0«r! • 
Embrace not thy husband, unfortunate bride, 

Thy red cup of misery c|]xeady runs over* ^ 
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He stranded thy fiitfaer ! thy guUt paved the way ; 
Thy heart yet is blameless, O fly while you may ! 
Thy portion of life must calamity leaven; 
But fly #hile there^s hope of forgiveness from Heaven. 

XXIII. 
<< And thou, fell destroyer of virtue and lifb f 

O ! well may^st thou quake at thy terrible doom; 
For body or soul, with barbarity rife, 

On earth is no refuge, in heaven no room. 
Fly whither thou wilt, I will fbllow thee sdll, 
To dens of the forest, or mists of the hill ; 
The task Fm assigned, which FU never finrego. 
But chace thee fixim earth to thy dwelling bdow. 

XXIV. 
'< The cave shall not cover, the doud shall not hide thee ; 

At noon I will wither thy sight with my fiown; 
In gloom of the night, I will lay me beside thee, 

And pierce with this weapon thy bosom of stone. 
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Fast fled the deqpoiler with howliiigs moet dire, 
Fast foUofwed the ^iiit with raj^er of fire; 
Away, and away, throu^ the silent saloon, 
And away, and away, by the light of the moon. 

XXV. 

^ To follow I tried, but sunk down at the docHT, 
Alas ! from that trance that I ever awoke ! 

How wanders my mind ! I shall see him no more. 
Till Grod shall yon gates everlasting unlock. 

My poor brow is cpen, ^tis burning with pain, 

O kiss.it, sweet vision ! O kiss it agadn ! 

Now give me thine hand ; I will fly ! I will fly ! 

Away, on the mom^s daf^ded wing, to the sky."" 

XXVI. 
C3be Conclittfbm 
O ! shepherd of Braco, look weQ to thy flock. 

The piles of Glen- Ardocby murmur and jar; 
The rook and the raven converse from the rock. 
The beasts of the forest are howling ate*. 
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Shiill pipes the gOM4iawk Ms dire tidoigs to tdl. 
The gray mountain^ocm Bceorda widi hi5 yeU ; 
Aloft on bold jnnion die eagle is borne, 
To ring the alaim at the gates of die mom. 

XXVII. 

Ah ! shepherd, thy kids wander safe in the wood. 

Thy lambs feed in peace on Ben-Aidodiy'^s biow; 
Then why is the hoary cUff sheeted widi.bloodP 

And what the poor oaicase lies mangled bdow? 
Oh hie thee away to diy hut at the fountain, 
And dig a lone gra^e on die top of yon mountain ; 
But fly it for ever when falls the gray gloaming. 
For there a grhn phantom still naked is roaming. 



Gardjm with stately step withdrew, 
While plaudits round the circle flew. 

Woe that the bard, whose diiilling song 
Has poured firom age to ag^ along, 
Should perish fiom the lists of fiune. 
And lose his only boon-H& name. 
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Yet many a song of wondermis power. 
Well known in cot and gnsen-wood bower. 
Wherever swells the shephenTs reed 
On Yarrow^s banks and braes of Tweed ; 
Yes, many a song of oklen time. 
Of rude array, and air subiane, 
Thou^ long on timers dark whirlpool tossed^ 
The song is saved, the bard is lost 

Yet have I weened, whisa theae I sung 
On Ettrick b^nhs, while mmd was ydung ; 
When on the em thdr atnuns I thi^w. 
And youths and maidens round m6 drew ; 
Or chaunted in the lonely glen. 
Far from the haunts and eyes of men ; 
Yes, I have weened, with fondest ngh. 
The spirit of the bard was nigh : 
Swung by the breeze an braken pile. 
Or hovering o^er me with a araik. 
Would fancy still her dreams comUne, 
That spirit, too, might breathe on mine ; 
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Well pleased to see her aongn the joy 
Of that poor lonely ahepberd boy. 

^Tis sud, and I belkve the tale, 
That many rhymes whidi still prevail. 
Of genuine ardour, bold ani free. 
Were aye admired, and aye will be,. 
Had never been, or shortly stood. 
But £at that Wake at HQlyrood. 
Certes that many a bard of name. 
Who there afqieered and strove for fame, 
No record names, nor minstrel^s tongue ; 
Not even are known the lays they sung. 

The fifth was from a western shore. 
Where roQs the dark and sullen Orr. 
Of peasant make, and doubtful mien, 
Affecting airs of proud disdain; 
Wide curled hb raven locks and hi^^ 
Dark was his visage, dark his eye. 
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That glanced around on daniea and men 
Like falcons on the cliffs of Ken. 
Some ruffian mendicant, whose wit 
Presumed at mucfa» for all unfit 
No one could read the ehamcto, 
Ifknave or genius wnt was there; 
But all supposed, fisom micnand frame. 
From Erin he an exile came^ 

With hollow vcnce, and harp ill sirung. 
Some bungling parody he sung,. 
Well known to maid and matron gray. 
Through all the gkns of Galloway; 
For often had he conned it ther^ 
With simpering and affected m. 
Listened the Court, with sidekmg bend, 
In wonder how the strain would end. 
But long ere that it grew so phon. 
They scarce from hooting could refrain ; 
And each to others 'gan to say, 
^ What good can come from Galloway P^ 
F 
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Woe for the tnan so indiscreet ! 
For bard would be a name unmeet 
For self-sufficient sordid elf. 
Whom none admires but he hunself. 
Unheard by him the soomer^s tongue^ 
For still he capered and he sung, 
With many an awkward gape the while. 
And many a dark delisted smile. 
Till round the throne the murmurs ran. 
Till ladies blushed behind the fan ; 
And when the rustic ceased to ang, 
A hiss of scorn ran round the ring. 
Dark grinned the fool around the form. 
With blood-shot eye, and face of storm ; 
Sprung from his seat, with awkward leap. 
And muttered curses dark and deep. 

The axth, too, from that country he, 
Where heath-cocks bay o^er western Dee ; 
Where Summer spreads her purple screen 
O'er moor's where greensward ne'er was se^ ; 
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Nor ahade, o^er all the prospect stern, 
Save crusted rock, or warrior^s cairn. 

Grentle his form, his manners meet. 
His harp was soil, his voice was swecft ; 
He sung Lochryan'^s hapless maid, 
In bloom of youth by love betrayed : 
Turned from her lover^s bower at last, 
T6 brave the chilly midnight blast ; 
And bitterer far, the pangs to prove. 
Of ruined fame, and slighted love ; 
A tender babe, her arms within. 
Sobbing and ** shivering at the chin.*" 
No lady^s cheek in court was. dry. 
So softly poured the melody. 

The dghth was from the Leven coast : 
The rest who sung that night are lost 

Mounted the bard of Fife on high, 
Bushy his beard, and wild his eye : 
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His cheek was fotrowed by the gale, 

And his thin locka were long and pale. 

Full hardly passed he through the throng. 

Dragging on crutdies, slow along. 

His feeble and unhealthy frame, . 

And kindness wdoomed as he came. 

His unpresuming aspect mild, 

Cahn and benigoaat as a thild. 

Yet spoke to all that viewed him ni^. 

That more was thevc than met the eye> 

Some wizard of the ahbre he seemedf 

Who through the seeriea of life had draabied, 

Of spells that viial lifb benumb, 

Of formless qrarits wandtinng diynb. 

Where aspns in the moonJbeam quake, 

By mouldering pile, or mountain lake. 

He deemed that &yB and qpectres wan 
Held converse with the thoughts of man ; 
In dreams their future fhtes foretold. 
And spread the death-flame cm the wold ; 
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Or flagged at eve each restless wing. 
In dells their vesper hymns to sing. 

Such was our bard, such were his lays : 
And long by green Benarty^s base, 
Hb wild wood notes, from ivy cave, 
Had waked the dawning from tbe wave. 
At evening fidl, in lonesome dale, 
He kept stradge converse with the gale; 
Held worldly pomp in high derisoon, 
And wandered in a w<»rld of vision. 

Of mountain ash his harp was framed. 
The brazen ch<nds all trembhng flamed^ 
As in a rugged northern tongue, 
This mad unearthly song he sung. 
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THE EIGHTH BARD'S SONG. 

" Quhare haif ye beoi, ye ill womyne, 
These three lang nightis fra hame ? 

Quhat garris the swdt drap fra yer brow» 
like dotis of th^ saut sea faem ? 

<< It fearb me muckil ye haif seen 

Quhat good man never knew ; 
It fearis me muckil ye haif been 

Quhare the gray cock never crew. 

*< But the spell may crack, and the biydel bredc. 

Then sherpe yer werde will be ; 
Ye had better sleipe in yer bed at hame^ 

Wr yer deire littil baimis and me.^— 
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^ Sit dune, at dune, my leil auld man, 

Sit dune, and listin to me ; - 
I^ gar the hayre stand on yer crown. 

And the cauld sweit bUnd yer e^e. 

' But tell nae wordis, my gude auld man. 

Tell never word again ; 
Or deire ahall be yer oourtisye, 

And driche and sair yer pain. 

* The first leet night, quhan the new moon set^ 

Quhan all was douffe and mirk, 
We saddled ouir naigis wi^ the moon-fern leif, 

And rode fra SafatteniQ kirk. 

< Some horses ware of the brume-cow framit, 

And some of the greine bay tree ; 
But mine was made of ane humloke schaw, 

And a stout stallion was he 
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^ We raide tfa^ «od dootte on the 1^, 

The martin on the hnr ; 
And we hiintyd the hodet oiit of bretfie^^ 

And fordt him doune to fa.^-^ 

<< Quhat gnai y$Bs that, ye ill wbmytie? 

Quhat guid was that to thee? 
Ye wald better haif been ki ]rer bed at hlime^ 

Wi' yer ddre littil bqimis and me.'*— 



< Andjayu wm nide, andae meifrily -we raide^ 

Throw the merickt gkAs of the »gbt ; 
And we Inram Aetfoftde^and we<htnfit the wbode^ 
Till we cam to the LommoMdJlfeigfat. 

< And c{iiheB we «0n to the Lommoiid lieigfatf 

Se lythlye we lyditid dome; 
And we cbank fla the honift lfa«t netrer gftfw, 
The beer that was aevw bfowia. 
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< Then up there xaiae ane wee wee many 

Franethe the moss-gray stane; . 
His fece was waa like the ooUiflcme, 
For he nouthir had Uude nor bane. 

< He set ane nid-pqpe tillhis muthe^ 

And he playit «e booailje, 
TiU the gray curlew, and the blacbcod^ Hew 
To listen his melodye. 

< It rang^e 8wt»t through th^ gr^ Lammlnd* 

That the nycht-winde lomtket Uew ; 
And it.8aii|dtiR]aag the Lodb Leren, 
And wakinit iJk wUte sea-mew. 

* It raag se sweet through die gMin Lonmond^ - 

Se swatly butt and se dall. 
That the wezilb laup out ofdieir mdoiiy holii^ 

And dandt on the mydafA^ hSlL 
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< The oorby craw cam gledgin near. 

The em gede veeryng bye ; 
And the troutis laup out o( the Leven Loch, 
Cliarmit with the melodye. 

* And aye we dancit on the gran Lommond, 

Till the dawn on the ocean grew : 
Ne wonder 1 was a weary wycht 

Quhan I cam hame to you.** — 

*^ Quhat guid, quhat guid, my weird weird wyfe^ 

Quhat guid was that to thee P 
Ye wald better haif bein in year bed sH hame, 

Wi^ yer ddjre littil baimis and me."** 

< The second nydit, quhan the new moon set, 

O^er the roaiyng sea we flew ; 
The cockle-shdl our trusty bark, 
Our sailis of the grein sea-rue. 



Digitized by 



Google 



inOHT I. THB QUBBN*8 WAKE. 75 

< Andthebauld windisUew, andthefire-flauchtisflefw, 

And the sea ran to the skie ; 
And the thunner it groidit, and the seaFdogs howlit, 
As we gaed soouryng bye. 

< And aye we mountit the sea-green- hillis, 

Quhill we brushit thro^ the cludis of the hevin ; 
Than soumt dounright like the stom-shot hght, 
Fra the liftis Uue casement drivai. 

< But our taickil stood, and oiu* bark was good, 

And se pang was our pearily prowe ; 
Quhan we culdna speil the brow of the wavis, 
We neediht them throu bdowe. 

* As fiut as the haal, as fast as the gale, 

As fast as the midnycht leme, 
We borit the breiste of the burstyng swale, 

Or fluffit r the flotyng faem. 
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< And quhan to the Kar raway Aafe we wan. 

We muntyd our steedis of the W]md, 
And we gplashit the floode, and we darnit the woode^ 
And we left the shouir bdiynde. 

* Fleet is the roe on the grein Lommond, 

And swift is the oouryng grew; 
The rein-deer dun can eiddy run, 

Quhan the houndis and the homis pursue. 

< But nowther the roe, ndr the rdn-deir dun, 

The hinde nor the cduryng grew, 
Culd fly owr muntaine, muir, and dale. 
As owr braw steedis they flew. 

< The dales war deep, and the Doffirinis ste^, 

And we rase to the skyis eVbree ; 
Qulnte, quhite was ouir rode, that was never trode^ 
Owr the snawis of etomity ! 
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' And quhan we cam to the Luplaiid lone. 

The fairies war all in array ; 
For aU the genii of the north 

War keepyng thdr^holeday. 

< The warlock men and the weird wemyng, 
And the fa^s of the wood and the steep. 

And the phantom hunt^ all war there. 
And the mermaidiB of the deep. 

* And they waalut us aU with the witck*water, 

Distillit fira the moorland dew, 
Quhill our beauty blumit like the Lapland rose. 

That wylde in the feresle gfew.''<— 

" Ye lee, ye lee, ye ill womyne, 

Se loud as I heir ye ke ! 
For the warst-faurd wy fe cm the shoris of Fyfe 

Is cumlye comparet wi^ thee.*"— 
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< Then the mer-inaidis sang and the woodlandis rang, 

Se sweetly swellit the quire ; 
On every cliff a herpe they hang. 
On every tree a lyre. 

< And aye they sang, and the woodlandis rang. 

And we drank, and we drank se deep ; 
Then soft in the armis of the warlock men, 
We laid us dune to sleep.^— 

" Away, away, ye ill womyne, 

An ill deide met ye dee ! 
Quhan ye hae pnivit se false to yer God, 

Ye can never pnive trew to me.*"— 

^ And there we lemit fra the faiiy foke, 

And (ra our master true, 
The wordis that can beire us throu the air, 

And lokkis and baiis undo. 
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< Last nycht we met at Maisry'^s cot ; 

Richt weil the wordis we knew ; 
And we set a foot on the black cruik-shell. 
And out at the lum we flew. 

< And we 4ew owr hill, and we flew owr dale, 

And we flew owr firth and sea, 
Until we cam to merry Carlisle, 
Quhar we lightit on the lea. 

< We gaed to the vault beyound the towir, 

Quhar we enterit iree as ayr ; 
And we drank, and we drank of the bishopis wine 
Quhill we culde drynk ne mair.'*— 

<< Gin that be trew, my gude auld wyfe, 

Whilk thou hast tauld to me. 
Betide my death, betide my lyfe, 

r 11 bdre thee companye. 
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<< Neist tjwe ye gaiing to merry Cariide 

To drjmk of the Uude-reid wine, 
Beshrew my heart, FH fly with thee. 

If the diel should fly bdij^nds.'' 

^ Ah ! little do ye ken, my ally auld man. 

The daingeris we maun dree ; 
Last nichte we drank of the fauhopis wyne^ 

Quhill ne&r near taen war we. 

^ ASare we wan to the sandy foid^ 

The gnr-cockis nidiering flew ; 
The lofty crest of Ettrick Pen 

Was wavit about with Uew, 
And, flichtering throu the air, we fand 

The chill chill momyng dew, 

^ As we flew owr the hillis of Bnud, 

The sun rase fair and dear ; 
There gurly James, and his baronis braw, 

War out to hunt the deere. 
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< Thdr bowis they drew, thor anrowis flew^ 

And peircit the ayr with speede, 
Quhill purjnl fell the mornyng dew 

With witck-blude rank and reide. ^ 

* Littil do ye ken, my ailly auld man, 

The dangeris we maun dree ; 
Ne wonder I am a weary wycht 

Quhan I ocHne hame to thee.^-^ 

*^ But teQ me the wordf my gude auld wyfe, 

Come teU it me speedilye: 
For I lang to diink of the gude reide wyne^ 

And to wyng the ayr with thee. 

<< Yer helliah horse I wilna ryde, 

Nor sail the seas in the wynd ; 
But I can flee as well as thee^ 

And ril diynk quhile ye be blynd.^— 
Q 
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^ O f J ! O iy ! my 1^ auld Bian^ 

That word I diurena tdl ; 
It wald turn this Warld all iqieide dowti^ 

And make it Wane than hdL 

< For all the lasses in the land 

Wald munt the wynd and fly ; 
And the men wald doff thdr doublets syde. 

And after them wald ]^y*^-— 

But the auld gudeman was ane cuilnyng auld man, 
And ane cunnyng auld man was he ; 

And he watchit, and he wAtdiit for mony a nychte. 
The witches'* flydite to see. 

Ane nychte he damit in Maisty^s ool ; 

The feailess hagg[s came in ; 
And he heard the word of awtame weitd. 

And he saw thttlr dtedis df qnm. 
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Then ane by aiie, they said tihat word) 

As fast to the fiie they drew; 
Then set k foot on the black cniik-shdl. 

And out at the lum they flew. 

The auld gudeman cam fra h& hole 

With feae and mucldl dreide, 
but yet he culdna think to rue^ 

For the wyne came in his heUd. 

He set his feot in the black cruik-ahdl. 
With ane fixit and ane wlEiwlyng e^e ; 

And he said the word that I dai^oAa say. 
And out at the lum flew he. 

The witches skalit the mocm-beam pale; 

Deep groanit the trembling wynde ; 
But they never wist till our auld gudeman 

Was hoveryng them behynde. 
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They flew to the vaultis of merry Cariide, 

Quhair they enterit free as ayr ; 
And they drank and they drank of the Uflhojnswyne 

Quhill they culde drynk ne mair. 

The auld gudeman he grew se crouse^ 

He dandt on the mouldy ground, 
And he sang the bonniest sangs of Fife, 

And he tuzzlit the kerlyngs round. 

And aye he pdrdt the lither butt. 
And he suckit, and he Buckit se lang, 

Quhill his e^en they dosit, and his voice grew low^ 
And his tongue wald hardly gang. 

The kerlyngs drank of the bishopis wyne 
Quhill they soentit the momyng wynde; 

Then dove again the ydlding ayr, 
And left the auld man bdiynde. 
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And aye he slepit on the damp damp floor, 

He slepit and he snorit amain ; 
He never dreamit he was far fra hame, 

Or that the auld wjrvis war gane. 

And aye he slepit on the damp damp floor, 

Quhill past the mid-day highte, 
Quhan wakenit by five rough Englishmen, 

That trailit him to the lychte. 

<^ Now quha are ye, ye ally auld man. 

That sleepis se sound and se weil ? 
Or how gat ye into the bishopis vault 

Throu bkkis and banis of steel?'' 

The auld gudenan he tryit to speak, 

But ane word he culdna fynde; 
He tryit to think, but his head whirlit round. 

And ane thing he culdna m} nde :^* 
<< I cam fira Fyfe,'' the auld man ciyi% 

** And I cam on the midnight wynde.'' 
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They nickit the aukl man, and they priddt the auM 
man, 

And they yerkit his limbis with twine, 
Quhill the reide blude ran in his hoee and shoon, 

But some cayit it was wyne. 

They lickit the auld man, and they prickit the auld 
man. 

And they tyit him till ane stone ; 
And they set ane bdle-fire him about. 

To bum hun skin and bone. 

<< O wae to me !^ said the puir auld man> 

«* That ever I saw the day ! 
And wae be to all the ill wemyng 

That lead puir men astray ! 

<< Let nevir ane auld man after this 

To lawless grade inclyne ;- 
Let nevir ane auld man after this 

Bm post to the deil for wyne.^ 
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The T&ke flew up in the auld manis face, 

And choukit him bitterly e ; 
And the lowe cam up with ane angry blese, 

And it syngit his auld breek-nee. 

He lukit to the land fira whence he came^ 

For lukis'he culde get ne mae ; 
And he thochte of his d^re littil baimis at hame, 

And O the auld man was wae ! 

But they tumit thdr f acis to the sim, 

With glofPe and wonderous glair, 
For they saw ane thing beth lairge and dun, 

Comin swaipin down the aire. 

That burd it cam fra the landis o* Fife, 

And it cam rycht tymeouslye, 
For quha was it but the auld manis wife, 

Just comit hb dethe to see. 
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Scho pat ane reide cap on hw heide, 

And the auld gudeman loddtfun, 
Then whisperit ane word intil his lug, 

And tovit to the aire again. 

The auld gudeman he gae ane bob 

r the mids o* the burnyng lowe ; 
And the sheklis that band him to the ring, • 

They fell fiu his annig like towe. 

He drew his breath, and he said the Yrard, 

And he said it with muckle glee. 
Thai set his fit on the burnyng pile. 

And away to the aire flew he. 

Till aince he deirit the swirlyng reike. 

He lukit beth fait and sad ; 
But whan he wan to the lycht blue aire, 

He lauchit as he^d been mad. 
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ICs armis war qpred, and his heide was hidie^ 

And his feite stack out bdiynde ; 
And the laihies of the auld manis oote 

War wauffjmg u\ the wynde. . 

And aye he neicherit, and aye he flew. 

For he thocfate the ploy se raire ; 
It WHS like the voice of the gainder Uue, 

Whan he flees throu the aire. 

He lukit back to the Carlisle men 

As he borit the norlan sky ; 
He noddit his hdde, and gae ane gini, 

But he nevir smd gude-bye. 

They vanisht far ¥ the liftis blue wale, 

Ne maire the English saw, 
But the auld manis lauche cam on the gale, 

With a lang and a loud gafia. 
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May everilke man in the land of Fife 

Read what the drinkeiiB dree} 
And nevir ciffse his puir auld wife, 

Rychte wicked altho scfao he. 



When ceased the minstxel^s crasy flcnog^ 
His heedftd glante embraced the thimg, 
And found die smile of fiee delight 
Dimpling the cheeks of ladies bright 
Ah ! never yet was bard unmoved. 
When beauty smiled or birth approved I 
For though his song he holds at nou^t— > 
*< An idle Strain ! a passing thought P 
Child of the soul! 'tis held more dear 
Than aught by mortals valued here. 

When Leven's bard the Court had viewed^ 
I£s eye, his vigour, was renewed. 
No, not the evening'^s ^n""g eye, 
Voled in the rainbow's deepest dye. 
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By summer breezes lulled to rest. 
Cradled on Lereif s silver breast. 
Or slumbering on the distant sea. 
Imparted sweeter ecstacy. 

Nor even the angd of the ni^t. 
Kindling his holy sphere of light. 
Afar upon the heaving deep, 
To light a world of peaceful sleep, 
Though in her beam night«[nrits glanced. 
And lovely fays in drdes danced. 
Or rank by rank rode lightly bye. 
Was sweeter to our minstrel^s eye. 

Unheard the bird of morning erew; 
Unheard the breeze of Ocean blew ; 
The night unweened had passed away. 
And dawning ushered in the day. 
The Queen^s young maids, of cherub hue, 
A&ide the fiilken curtains drew. 
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And lo the Night, in still profound. 

In fleece of heaven had clothed the gtound ; 

And still her furs, so light and fiur. 

Floated along the mcnrning air. 

Low stooped the june amid the wood, 

And the tall cli£& of Salsbuiy stood 

Like marble columns bent and riven, 

Propfung a pale and frowning heaven. 

The Queen bent fixm her gilded diair. 
And waved her hand with graceful air :-« 
<< Break up the court, my lords; away. 
And use the day as best you may. 
In sleep, in love, or wassail cheer; 
The day is dark, the evening near. 
Say, will you grace my halls the while. 
And in the dance the day beguile? 
Break up the court, my Icnrds ; away, 
And use the day as best you may. 
Give order that my minstrels true 
Have royal five and honours due ; 
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And warned by evening^s bugle shrill, 
We meet to judge th^ minstrel skilL'"-— 

Whether that Royal Wake gav6 birth 
To days of sleep and nights of mirth. 
Which kings and courtiers still i^rove, 
Which sages blame, and ladies love. 
Imports not ; — but our ooiutly throng 
(That chapel Wake being kept so long) 
Slept out the lowering short-lived days, 
And heard by night thor native lays, 
Till fell the eve of Christmas good. 
The dedication of the rood. 

Ah me ! at routs and revels gay. 
Reproach of this unthrifty day. 
Though none amongst the dames or men 
Rank hi^er than a citizen. 
In chair or chariot all are borne, 
Closed from the piercing eye c£ mom ; 
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But then, thoi^ dawniikg blasts were ke&i^ 

Scotland^B high daipes you might hAve aera^ 

Ere from the banquet hall they rose. 

Shift their laoed shoes and rilken hose; 

Their broidered kirttes round them throw^ 

And wade their way throi^ wreaths of snoWy 

Leaning on Lord or lover^s aim, ' 

Cheerful and icddess of all harm«. ! 

Vanished those hardy times outr^t ; 

So is oiur ancieiit' Scottish might 

Sweet be her home, admnred her diaims, 
Bliss to her couch in lovier*s anhs, 
I bid in every minstrel^s name^ 
I bid to every lovely dame. 
That ever gave one hour away 
To cheer the baid or list his lay I 

To all who love the raptum hig^ 
Of Scottish song and minstrdsy, 
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Till next the night, in sable shroud. 
Shall wrap the halls of Holjnrood, 
That rival minstrels^ songs I borrow-^ 
I bid a hearty kind good-monow. 



SNP OF NIGHT THE FXEST. 
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OCABCB fled the dawning's dubknis gray, 
So trannent was that dismal day. 
The lurid vapours, dense and st^n, 
Unpierced save by the crusted cairn. 
In tenfold shroud the heavens deform ; 
While tar within the brooding storm. 
Travelled the sun in lonely blue. 
And noontide wore a twilight hue. 
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The sprites that through the weUdn wmg. 
That hght and shade alternate bring, 
That wrap the eve in dusky v^, 
And weave the morning's purple rail ; 
From pendent clouds of deepest grain, 
Shed that dull twilight o^er the main. 
Each spire, each tower, and cliff sublime. 
Were hooded in the wreathy rime ; 
And all, ere fieil the murk of even. 
Were lost within the folds of heaven. 
It seemed as if the welkin'^s breast 
Had bowed upon the world to rest; 
As heaven and earth to dose began. 
And seal the destiny of man. 

The supper bell at Court had rung ; 
The mass ^m said, the vesper sung; 
In true devotion's sweetest mood^ 
Beauty bad kneeled befiwe the rood; 
But all was done in secret guise. 
Close from the zealot^s searching eye& 
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Then burst the buglers lordly peal 
Along the earth^s incumbei^ veil; 
Swam on the cJoud and lingering shover. 
To festive hall and.lady^s boireF; 
And found its way, with nqnd boonit 
To rocks fiur curtained in the gloon^ 
And waked theirTiewfess bugle^sstrainy 
That sung the soft^ied notes again. 

Upspmng the noaid from her loye-dieam ; 
The matron fimn her nlken seam ; 
The abbot from his holy shrine ; 
The chiefr and warriors from their wine: 
For aye the bugle seemed to say, 
" The Wakens begun ! away, away !* 

Fast poured they in, all fiur and boon^ 
Till crowded was the grand saloon; 
And scarce was left a little ring, 
In which the rival bards might fling. 
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First in the list that m^t to play, 
Was Faiquhar, tram the hills of Spey : 
A gay and oomdy youth was he. 
And seemed of noble pedigree. 
Well known to him Loch- Avin^s shore. 
And all the d^is of dark Gkn-More ; 
Where oft, amid his roving dan. 
His shaft had jneroed the ptarmigan ; 
And oft the dun-deer^s velvet side * 
That winged shaft had ruthless dyed. 
Had struck the heath-oock whirring high, 
And brought the eagle from the sky ; 
And he had dragged the scaly brood 
From every Highland lake and flood. 

Amid those scenes the youth was bred, 
Where Nature'^s eye is stem and dread ; 
''Mid forests dark, and caverns wild. 
And mountains above mountains piled^ 
Whose hoary summits, tempest-riven. 
Uproar eternal snows to heaven* 
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In Cumbrians dells he too had staid. 
Raying like one in trance that^s laid, 
Of things which Nature gave not birth ; 
Of heavenly damsds bom of earth ; 
Of pestilence and chamel den; 
Of ships, and seas, and souls of men. 
A moonstruck youth, by all confest. 
The dreamer of the watery West. 
His locks were fiiir as sunny sky ; 
His cheek was ruddy, bright his eye ; 
His speech was like the music^s voice 
Mixed with the cataract^s swjetying noise ; 
His harp strings sounded wild and deep, 
With lulling swell and lordly sweep. 

Aloof from battlers fierce alarms, 
Prone his young mind to music^s channs. 
The cliffs and woods of dark Glen-More 
He taught to chant in m]rstic loi^; 
For well he weened, by tarn and hill. 
Kind viewless spirits wandered still ; 
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And fondly tiowed the groups to vpy^ 
Lifrtff?ning his difflxxn melody. 
On Leven'^s baid with floorn he looked. 
His homely song he scarcely brooked; 
But proudly mounting on the finrn. 
Thus sung The Spirii cfthe Storm. 



THE NINTH BARD*8 80N& 

Bqrond the gridy cliflb» which guard 
The infent rills of Highland Dee, 

Where hunter^s horn was never heard. 
Nor bu^ of the forest bee ; 

^Mid wastes that dem and dreary lie, 
One mountain rears hb mighty form, 

Disturbs the moon in paanng bye. 
And smiles above the thunder storm. 
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There A^ spreads her ample deep» 
To mimv cliffs that brush the wain ; 

Whose fijgid ejres eternal weep^ 
In summer suns and Autunm ndn. 

There matin hypam was never sung ; 

NcM- vesper^ eaye the ploTerV^nvnil ;; 
But mountain «i^|ks bseed thor young. 

And aerial spirits ride the gale. 

An hoary ^age once lingered there^ . 

Intent to prove some mystic scene; 
Though cayein'deq9» and forest seEe^ 

Had whooped Novemb^^s boisterous leign. 

That noontide fell sofStem and still. 
The breath of n&ture seemed away; 

The distant sig^ of mountain rill ' > 

Alone disturbed that solemn day^ 
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Oft had that seer, at break of mom, 
BdieU the fahm f^ o^er the M ; 

And ^neath the new moon^s siiyer ham. 
The fairieB dandng in the delL 

Had seen the sprits of the Glen, 
In every form that Ossian knew; < 

And wailingB heard for living men, 
Were never more the lig^t to view. 

But, ah ! that dull foreboding day, 
He saw what mortal oould not bear; 

A sig^t that scared the eme away, 
And drove the wild deer fiom his lair. 

Firm in his magic ring he stood. 
When, lo ! aloft on gray Caim-Gorm^ 

A form appeared that chilled his blood,— 
The pant Spirit of the Stonn. 



Digitized by 



Google 



KiaHT n. THB QUEEN'S WAKE. 107 

His face was like the spectre wan. 
Slow gliding from the midnight isle ; 

His stature, on the mi^ty plan 
Of smoke-tower o'^er the burning pQe. 

Red, red and grizly were his eyes; 

His cap the moon-doud'^s silver gray ; 
His staff the writhed snake, that lies 

Pale, bending o^er the milky^way. 

He cried, ^< Away ! begone, b^one ! 

Half-naked, hoaiy, feeble form ! 
How darest thou seek my realms alone, . 

And brave the Angel of the Storm ?^— 

*< And who art thou,^ the seer replied, 
^* That bear^st destruction on thy brow P 

Whose eye no mortal can abide; 
Dread mountain Spirit ! what art thou i^ 
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<< Within this desert, dank and loi^. 
Since railed die world a shordefls sea^ 

Fve held my elemental throne, • 
The terror of thy race and thee. 

'< I wrap the sim of heaven in bloodt 
Veiling his orient beams of liglit ; 

And hide the moon in saUe sfarouc^ 
Far m the alcove of the ni^t 

'< I ride the red bolt's rafud wing, 
High on the sweeping wUrlwdnd sail. 

And list to hear my tempesta sing 
Around Glen- Avin^s ample wale. 

<< These everlasting hills are riven ; 

Thdr reverend heads are bald and gray; 
The Greenland waves salute the heaven. 

And quench the burning stars with spray. 
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*' Who was it reared those wfaehniiig waves P 
Who sca^ied the brows of old Canm^sronn ? 

And scooped these ever-yawning cares? 
^Twas I, the Spirit of the SUNrm. 

<^ And hence dialt thou, fiir evermore, 
Be ddomed to ride the Mast with me ; 

To shriek, amid the tempest^s roar, ' 
By feuntah^ fotd, and forest tree.^ 

The wizard cowered Ubn to the earth, 

And orisons of > dread began: ■ 
<< Hence, Sfnrit of infernal birth ! 

Thou enemy of God and man !^ 

He waved his sceptre north away, 
The arctic ring was rift asunder ; • 

And through the heaven^itbe slarthng bray 
Burst louder than the loudest thunder. 



Digitized by 



Google 



110 THE QUBBN*8 WAKB. HIGHT IT. 

The feathery doiids, crmHfaMied and curled. 
In columns swept the quaking glen ; 

Destructkm down the dale was hurled, 
O^er bleating flocks and wondering men. 

The Grampians groaned beneath the storm ; 

New mountains o'er the oorros leaned ; 
Ben-Nevis shook his ehaggy fonn, 

And wcmdered what his Sovereign mean^d. 

Even jfar on Yarrow'^s faiiy dak, 

The shepherd paused in dumb dismay ; 

There passing shrieks adown the vale 
Lured many a pitying hind away. 

The Lowthers felt the tyranfs wrath; 

Proud Hartfdl quaked beneath his brand; 
And Cheviot heart the cries of death, 

Guarding his loved Ncnthumberland, 
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But, O ! as fell that fateful night. 
What horrorB Avin wilds deform, 

And choke the gfaasdy lingering light ! 
Theie whirled the vortex of the storm. 

Ere mom the wind grew deadly still. 

And dawning in' the air updrew 
From many a flhdye and shining hill, 

Her folding lobe of fidiy Uue. 

Then, what a smooth and wonderous seiene 
Hung oW Locb-Avin^s lonely breast ! 

Not top of tallest |niie was seen, 
On which the dazaled eye oouM rest 

But mitred daff^ and crested fell. 

In lucid curls her brows adorn. 
Aloft the radiant cresooits swell. 

All pure as robes by angels wohl 
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Sound sleeps our seer, &r fiNxn the day, 
Beneath yoa deek $nd wreathed o6iie ! 

His sjHiit steak, unmissed, away. 
And dreams across the desert kme 

Sound sleeps our sear ! the tempetfs lave^ 
And cold sheets aPet hb boswi fling; 

The moldwarp digs his mossy grave; 
His requiem Aiin eog^ sing. 

Why howls the fox above yon wreath,/ 
That mocks the Uasing Summer sun? 

Why croaks the sabfelnBd of death. 
As hovering o^er yon desert dun ? 

When circling years have past away. 
And Summer hkxms ia Avinj^en, 

Why stands yon peasant in dismay. 
Still gazii^oler the bloated den2 
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Gre^ grows the grass ! the bones are white ! 

Not bones of mountain stag they seem ! 
There hooted once the owl by night. 

Above the dead-lighf s lambent beam ! 

See yon lone cairn, so gray with age, 
Above the base of proud Cum-Gorm : 

There lies the dust of Avin's sage. 
Who raised the Spirit of the Stcnrm, 

Yet still at eve, or midnight drear, 
When Wintry winds be^ to sweep. 

When passing shrieks assail thine ear. 
Or murmurs by the mountain steep ; 

When fixnn the dark and sedgy dells 

Came eldridi cries of wSdered men. 
Or wind-harp at thy window swells,-* 

Beware the sprite of Avin-Glen I 
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Young Farquhar ceaaed, and, riang sW, 
Doffed hiB pliuned bannet, wiped hia brow, 
And flushed with oonacioua dignity. 
Cast o'er the crowd hia fidoon eye^ 
And found them aU in silence deep. 
As listening for tjhe tempesf s sweep. 
So well his tale of Ayin^s s^ 
Suite4 the rigour of the year ; 
So high his strain, so bold his lyre. 
So fraught with rays of Celtic fire, 
They almost weened eadi hum that past 
The spirit of the northern blast 

The next was named,-*the very sound 
Exdted merriment around. 
But when the bard himself appeared. 
The ladies smikd, the courtiers sneered; 
For sudi a simple air and mien 
Before a court had never been. 
A down he was, bred in the wild. 
And late from native moors exiled. 



Digitized by 



Google 



NIGHT n, THE QUEEN'S WAKE. Hg 

In hopes his mellow mountain strain 
High favour from the great would gain. 
Poor wight! he never weened how hard 
For pover^ to earn regard f 
Dejection o^er his visage ran. 
His coat was bare^ his colour wan, 
His forest doublet darned and torn, 
His shepherd plaid all rent and worn; 
Yet dear the symbcls to Ins eye, 
Monorials of a time gone bya 

The bard on Ettrick's mountain green 
In Nature's bosom nursed had beoi. 
And oft had marked in forest lone 
Her beauties on her mountain throne; 
Had seen her deck the wild-wood tree. 
And star with snowy gems the lea ; 
In kiveliest colours paint the plain. 

And sow the moor with purple grain ; 
By golden mead and mountain ahe^. 
Had viewed the Ettrick waving dear, 
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Where shadowy flocks of purest snow 
Seemed grazing in a world below. 

Instead of Ocean^s billowy pride, 
Where monsters play and navies ride, 
Oft had he viewed, as morning rose. 
The bosom of the kmely Lowes, 
Plowed &r by many a downy keel. 
Of wild-duck and of vagrant teaL 
Oft thrilled his heart at close of even. 
To see the dappled vales of heaven. 
With many a mountain, moor, and tree, 
Asleep upon the St Mary ; 
The jnlot swan majestic wind. 
With all his cygnet fleet behind. 
So softly sail, and swiftly row. 
With sable oar |ind silken prow. 
Instead of war^s unhallowed form. 
His eye had seen the thunder-stonn 
Descend within the mountainous brim, 
And shroud him in its chambers gojta ; 
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Then from its bowels burst amain 
The sheeted flame and sounding rain. 
And by the bolts in thunder borne. 
The heaves own breast and mountain torn ; 
The wild roe firom the forest driven ; 
The oaks of ages peeled and riven ; 
Impending oceans whirl and boil, 
Ccmvulsed bjr Nature^s grand turmoil. 

Instead of arms or golden crest. 
His harp with mimic flowers was drest : 
Around, m graceful streamers, fell 
The briar-rose and the heather bell ; 
And there, his learmng deep to prove, 
NaiburoB Donum graved above. 
When 6*er her mellow notes he ran. 
And his wild mountain chant hegan^ 
Then first was noted in hb ^c^ 
A gleam of native energy. 
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THE TENTH BARD*S 80Na 

Old David roae ere it was day» 
And climbed old Wonfell's wixard fatae; 
liooked rounds irith visage grim and boot, 
O^er Ettrick woods and Eskdale-moor. 
An outlaw from the south he came^ 
And Ludlow was his father's name ; 
His native land had used him ill^ 
And Scotland bore hinr no good-will. 

As fixed he stood, in sullen aeorn. 
Regardless of the stieaka of mom. 
Old David spied, on Woo£dl oone^ 
A fairy band come riding on. 
A lovelier troop was never seen; 
Their steeds were white, their doublets green. 
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Thar ftoes shone like opening mora, 
And bloomed like roees on the thorn. 
At every flowing mane was hung 
A silver bell that lightly rung; 
That sound, borne on the breeze away, 
Oft set the moimtaineer to pmy. 

Old David crept dose in the heath. 
Scarce moved a hmb, scarce diew a breath ; 
But as the tinkling sound came ni^. 
Old David^'s heart beat wondenyus hi^. 
He thought of riding on the wind ; 
Of leaving hawk and hem behind; 
Of sailing li^tly o V die sea. 
In mussel shell, to Qermany ; 
Of revel raids by dale and down; 
Of lighting torches at the moon ; 
Or through the sounding sf^eres to sing, 
Borne on the fiery meCeor^s wing ; 
Of dancing ^neath the moonlight sky; 
Of sleeping in the dew-cup^s eye. 
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And then he thou^t— O I dread to tdl!— 
Of tithes the fairies paid to hell! 

David turned up a rever^id ^e 
And fixed it on the moming sky ; 
He knew a mighty one lived there, 
That sometimes heard a warrior^s prayer-i- 
No word, save one, could David say ; 
Old David had not learned to pray. 

Scarce will a Sootsmaii yet reguA 
What David saw, and what he heard. 
He heard their horses snort and treadj 
And every word the rider said ; 
While green portmanteaus, long and low^ 
Lay bended o^er each saddle bow. 
A lovely maiden rode between. 
Whom David judged the Fairy Queen ; 
But strange ! he heard her moans resounds 
And saw her feet with fetlets bound. 
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Fast qmr they on through bush and brake; 
To Ettiick woods their course they take. 
Old David followed still in view, 
Till near the Lodbilaw they drew ; 
There in a deep and wooderous dell, 
Where wandering sun-beam never fdl. 
Where noon-tide breezes never blew, 
From flowers to drink the morning dew ; 
There, underneath the sylvan shade, 
The fairies'* spadous bower was made 
Its rampart was the tangling sloe, 
The bending briar, and misletoe ; 
And o^er its roof, the crooked oak 
Waved wildly from the fiowning rock. 

This wonderous bower, this haunted ddl. 
The forest shepherd shunned as hell ! 
When sound of fairies^ ^vor horn 
Came on the evening breezes bcMne, 
Homeward he fled, nor made a stand. 
Thinking the sjnrits hard at hand* 
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* 

But when he heard the ddrich swell 
Of giggling kti^ and bridle bell. 
Or saw the riders troop aloi^. 
His orisons were loud and stnmg. 
His household fare he jidded ftvt 
To this mysterious company. 
The fairest maid'lus oot wHUn 
Resigned with awe and little din ; 
True he mi^t weep, but nothing say. 
For none durst say the fairies nay. 

Old David hasted home tint night, 
A wondering and a wearied wight 
Seven sons he had, aleit and keoi. 
Had all in Border battles been ; 
Had winded brand, mi bent the bow, 
For those who sought their overthrow. 
Thar hearts were true, their anns were Strang, 
Thar faulchions keen, their arrows long; 
The race of finries th^ denied— 
No fairies kept the En^^ eode. 
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Our yeomen on their armour threw. 
Their brands of steel and bows of yewy 
Long arrows at their backs they sling. 
Fledged from the Snowdon eaglets wing. 
And boun^ away hnsk as the wind. 
The ore before, the sons belund. 

That evening fdl so sweetly still. 
So mikl on IcMiely moor and hiD, 
The little genii of the fell 
Forsook the purple heather-bell. 
And all their dnppng beds of dew. 
In wind-flower, thyme, and violet blue; 
Aloft their viewless looms they heave^ 
And dew-webs round the hdmets weave. 
The waning moon her histre threw 
Pale round her throne of softened blue; 
Her circuit, round the southland sky. 
Was languid, low, and quickly bye; 
Leaning on doud so faint and fair. 
And cradled on the golden air; 
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Modest and pale aa nuuden bride, 
She sunk upon the trembling tide 

What late in daylight proved a jest. 
Was now the doubt of every breast 
That fairies were^ was not £qputed ; 
But whai they were was greatly doubted. 
Eadi argument was guarded well, 
With "if," and « should,'* and "who can tdL** 

<< Sure He that made majestic man, 
And framed the world's stupendous plan; 
Who placed on high the steady pole. 
And sowed the stars that round it roll; 
And made that sky, so large and blue- 
Could surely make a fairy too.'' 

The sooth to say, each valiant core 
Knew feelings never felt before. 
Oft had they darned the midnight brakes 
Fearless of au^t save hog and lake; 
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But now the nod of sapling fir, 

The heath-cock^s loud exulting whirr, 

The cry of hem from sedgy pool, 

Or airy bleeter^s rolling howl. 

Came fraught with more dismaying dread 

Than warder'^s horn, or warrior'^s tread. 

Just as the gloom of midnight fell. 
They reached the fairies^ lonely ddl. 
O heavens ! that dell was dark as death ! 
Perhaps the pit-fall yawned beneath ! 
Perhaps that lane that winded low, 
Led to a nether world of woe ! 
But stem necessity's control 
Refflstless sways the human soul. 

The bows are bent, the tinders smoke 
With fire by sword stmck from the rock. 
Old David held the torch before ; 
His ri^t hand heaved a dread claymore. 



Digitized by 



Google 



120 THE QUBBITS WAKE. KGHT n. 



Whose Rippon edge he meant to try 
On the first fairy met his eye. 
Above his head his brand was raised; 
Above his head the taper biased; 
A sterner or a j^iaatlier aght, 
Ne^er entered bower at dead of night 
Below each hfled arm was ee&i 
The barbed point of arrow keen, 
Which waited but the twang of bow 
To fly like lightning on the foe. 
Slow move they on, with steady eye, 
Resolved to conquer or to die. 

At length they s[ned a masnve door. 
Deep in a nook, unseen before ; 
And by it slept, on wicker chidr, 
A sprite of dreadful form and lur. 
His grizly beard flowed round his throat, 
Like shaggy hair of mountain goat; 
His open jaws and visage grim, 
His half-shut eye so deadly dim, 
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Made David's blood to's boeom rush, 
And his gray hair his heknet brush. 
He squared, and made his &ulchion wheel 
Around his back fn>m head to hed.; 
Then, rising tiptoe, struck anudn, 
Down fell the sleeper^s head in twwn ; 
And springing blood, in veil of smoke, 
Whizzed high against the bending oak. 

'< By heaven !^ said Geoige, with jocund air« 
« Father, if all the fairies there 
Are of the same materials made. 
Let them beware the Rippon blade !^ 
A ghastly smile was seen to play 
O'er David's visage, stem and gray; 
He hoped, and feared; but ne'er till then 
Knew whether he fought with sprites (nt meiL 

The massy door they next unlock. 
That oped to hall beneath the rock, 
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In which new wondeis met the eye: 

The room was ami^e, rude, and high, 

The arches caverned, dark, and tarn, 

On Nature^s rifted ccdumns bome ; 

Of moulding rude the embrazure, 

And all the wild entaUatuie ; 

And far o'^er roof and ardutrave, 

The ivy^s rin^ets bend and wave. 

In each abrupt recess was seen 

A couch of heath and rushes green; 

While every alcove^s sombre hue. 

Was genua'd with drops of midnight dew. 

Why stand our heroes still as death. 
Nor muscle move, nor heave a breath ? 
See how the ore his torch has lowered. 
And bends recumbent o^er his sword ! 
The arcubahster has thrown 
His threatening, thirsty arrows down ! ^ 
Struck in one moment, all the band 
Entranced lijce moveless statues stand ! 
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Eiwihantiiwiit suie arrests the spear ^ 
And stints the warrior^s bold career ! 

List, list, what mdlow aagdUsouild 
Distils from yooder gloom pcofiNUid ! 
'Tis not the note of gathering sbdl. 
Of fairy horn, nor silver bell ! 
No, ^ the lute^s mellifluous swells 
Mixtd with a niaidai^s voioe so dear» 
The flitting bats flock round to hear ! 

So wildly o'^er the vault it rung^ 
That song, if in the gneen-WDod sung^ 
Would draw the Ikys of wood and plain 
To kiss the hps that poured the strain. 
The lofty jnne would listening lean ; 
The wild \mik wave her tresaes green; 
And larks, that rose the dawn to greet. 
Drop lifeless at the singer^s feet 
The air was old, the measure slow. 
The words were plain, but wards of woe. 
K 
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Soft died the strain ; the warriors standi 
Nor rested lance, nor lifted brand, 
But listening bend, in hopes again 
To hear that sweetly plaintive strain. 
'Tis gone ! and each uplifts his eye, 
As waked from dream of ecstacy. 

Why stoops young Owerfs gilded crest ? 
Why heave those groans from Owen^s breast? 
While kinamen^s eyes in raptures speak. 
Why steals the tear o^er Owen'^s cheek ? 
That melting songj that song of pain. 
Was sung to Owen'^s favourite stimin ; 
The words were new, but that sweet lay 
Had Owen heard in happier day. 

Fast press they on ; in dose-set row, 
Winded the labyrinth far and low. 
Till, in the cavers extranest bound. 
Arrayed in sea-green silk, they found 
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Five beauteous dames, all fair and young; 
And she, who late so sweetly sung, 
Sat leaning o^er a ahrer lute, 
Pale with despair, with terror mute. 

When back her auburn locks she threw. 
And raised her eyes so lovely blue, 
^was like the woodland rose in dew ! 
That look was soft as morning flower. 
And mild as sun*beam through the shower. 
Old David gazed, and weened the while. 
He saw a suffering angel smile ; 
Weened hehad heard a seraph sing. 
And sounds of a celestial string. 
But when young Owen met h&r view, 
She shrieked, and to his bosom flew : 
For, oft before, in Moodlaw bowers. 
They two had passed the evening hours. 
She was the lovdiest moimtain maid^ 
That e^er by grove or rivlet strayed; 
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Old Baebum's diilcU the ftirest floirer 
That ever Uoomed in Edcdale-moar. 
Twas she the Sire that mom had seen. 
And judged to be the Fairy Queen; 
^was she who framed the artless lay, 
That stopt ihe wanion on thrir way. 

Close to her lover^s breast she dung, 
And round his nedc ^uaptuied hung :«*^ 
«< O my deal* Owen ! haste and tell. 
What darned you dare this lonely ddl, 
And seek your maid, at midmght still,* 
Deep in the bowels of the hill? 
Here in this dark and drear abode. 
By all deserted but my Ood, 
Must I have reft the life he gsve» 
Or lived in ^hame a villain^s slave* 
I was, at midnig^t^s murkest ^our, 
Stole fiooi my fiither*s statdly to1ra% 
And never thought agwn to view 
The sun or sky'^s ethereal blue ; 
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But Since the trst of Barder-men 
Has found me in thia diaoial.daiil 
I to his mrmft far shelt^ fly» 
With him to Uve» or with him die.^ 

How glowed bmve Owen^s manly face^ 
While in that lady^s kind emlmcB I 
Wann tears of joy his utterance staid ; 
*< O, my loved Ann !^ was ail he sa^ 
Though well they bved) her h^h estiUe 
Caused Oweti ay^ aloof to wiat; 
And wttch h^ bower, beside the rill. 
When twSi^t rocked the fareeses stilly 
And waked the itiiisic of the gioire 
To hymn the vesper song of love. 
Then undemealb the green^wood boilg^ 
Oft had they breathed the tender vow. 

With Ann of Baebum heve they found 
The flowers of all the Border round; 
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From whom the strangest tale they hear. 
That e^er astounded wanw^s ear. 
*Twould make even Superstition blush. 
And all her tales of spints hush. 

That night the spmlers ranged the Tale, 
By Dryhope towers, and Meggat-dale. 
Ah ! little troi^ed the fraudful train, 
They ne*er shoulid see thdr .wealth again ! 
Thar lemans, and their mighty «tore. 
For which they nightly tcnls had bore. 
Full twenty Autumn moons and more !• 
They little deemed, when morning dawne4» 
To meet the deadly Rippon brand ; 
And only find, at their return. 
In thar Joved cave an early urn. 
Ill suits it simple bard to tell 
Of bloody work that there befel. 
He lists not deeds of death to sing. 
Of splintered spear, and twanging string, 
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Of pierdng anow^s purpled wing, 
How faulchioDs flash, and helmets zing. 
Not one of all that prowUng band. 
So long the terror of the land. 
Not one esci^)ed thor deeds to tell ; 
All in the winding labyrinth felL 
The spoil was fiom the cave conveyed^ 
Where in a heap the dead were laid; 
The outer cave our yeomen fill. 
And left them in the hoUow hill. 

But still that dell, and bourn beneath, 
The forest shqiherd dreads as death. 
Not there at evening dares he stray. 
Though love impatient points the way ; 
Thou^ throbs his heart the maid to see, , 
Thafs waiting by the trysting tree. 

Even tbe old Sire, so reverend gray, . 
Ere turns the scale of night and day. 
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Oft hreaXbes ihe Abri and anknt prayer. 
That Hecven My gtittd hirfcntat^ 
His eyes, mcfemtime, ao dim nith dread, 
Scarce ken the turf his loot must trcSad. 
For still ^ told, and still believed. 
That there the spirits were deoeiTed, 
And middwis fvom their grasp retrieved : 
That this they sbU preserve in mind, 
And watch, when sighs the nSdnight wind. 
To wreck thdr rage mi humankind. 

OU batid, for tins doubly raid, 
Was keeper o^tlie Purest made; 
A trooper he of gttDailt fiune, 
And first of all die Laidkw name. 

E'er anoe, in Ettrick's glens ^ ^fitsln. 
Spirits, though there, are seldom seen ; 
And feahi of elf, and fidry raid, 
Have like a mormng dream decided. 
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The beie^fiiot maid, of rcMj hue, 

DttieB from the headwflciw er bnuh the dew» 

To meet her love in moon-light sliil. 

By flowery den or tinkling nil ; 

And weD dares she till midnight stay, 

Among the ooils of fiagrant hay. 

True, some weak shepherds, gone astray, 
As fell the dusk of HaUow-day, 
Have heard the tinkling sound aloof. 
And gentle tread of horse's hoof; 
And flying swifter than the wind, 
Left all their scattersd flocks hehin4 

True, when the evening tales are toU^ 
When winter nights are dark and oJd, 
The boy dares not to bam repair 
Alone, to say his evening prayer ; 
Nor dare the maiden ope the door^ 
Unless h^ lover walk before ; 
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Then well can counterfeit the fright. 

If star-beam on the water light; 

And to hb breast in terror cling. 

For <' such a dread and dangerous thing !^ 

O, Ettrick ! shelter of my youth ! 
Thou sweetest glen of all the south ! 
Thy fairy tales, and songs of yore. 
Shall never fire my bosom more. 
Thy winding glades, and mountains wild. 
The scenes that {deased me when a child, 
Eadi verdant vale, and flowery lea, 
Still in my midnight dreams I see ; 
And waking oft, I sigh for thee; 
Thy hapless bard, though forced to roam 
Afar from thee without a home. 
Still there his Rowing breast shall turn. 
Till thy green bosom fold his urn. 
Then, underneath thy mountain stone, 
Shall sleep unno^oed and unknown. 
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Whoi ceased the shefriierd^s siniple lay. 
With careless mien he lounged away. 
No bow he deigned, nor anxious looked 
How the gay throng their minstrel brooked. 
No doubt within his bosom grew. 
That to his skill the prize was due. 
Well might he hope, for while he sung, 
Louder and louder plaudits rung ; 
And when he ceased his numbdrs wild^ 
Fair Royally approved and smiled. 
Long had the bard, with hopes elate. 
Sung to the low, the gay, the great; 
And <»ce had dared, at flatterer^s call. 
To tune his harp in Bninxholm hall ; 
But nor his notes of soothing sound. 
Nor zealous word <^ bard renowned, 
Mi^t those persuade, that worth could be 
Inherent in sudi inean d^ree. 
But when the smile of Sovereign fiur 
Attested genuine nature there. 
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Throbbed high with rapture every breaft. 
And all his merit stood oonfest. 

Different the next the herald named ; 
Warrior he was, in battle maimed. 
When Lennox, ca^ the downs of Kyle, 
Overthrew Maoomid and Argyle. 
Unable more the sword to widd 
With dark Cbm-AJ^ m the fieid. 
Or rouse the dun deer finom bar den 
With fierce Macfidane and hia men; 
He strove to earn a minstrel name^ 
And fondly nursed the facared llalne. 
Warm was his heturt. Had bold His strain ; 
Wild fancies in his moody brain 
Gambolled, unbridled, and imboundi 
Lured by a shade, deooydd by sound. 

In tender age> when mind was fiee^ 
As standing by his nurse^s knee, 
He heard a tale, so paseuig strange, 
Of injured spirits cool revenge^ 
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It chilled his hieart with blasdng dread, 
Which nevar mcMie that bosom fled. 
When pasoicm'^s flush had fled his eye. 
And gray hairs UM that youth was bye. 
Still quaked his heart at bush or stone. 
As wanderiog in the g^oom alone. 

Whete fi>xes roam, and eagles rave, 
And dark woods round Ben-Lomand wave, 
Once on a nigfat, a night of dread I 
He held oonvenlaon wiih Uie dead; 
Brou|^ w^rmBgR to the house of death, 
And tidings from a world beneath. 

Loud Uew the fahst-^-the evening came. 
The way was long, fhe minstrel lame ; 
The mountain's side was dem with oak. 
Darkened with pine, and ribbed with rock ; 
Blue billows round its base wm driven. 
Its top was steeped IB waves of he&veiL 
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The wood, the wind, the billow'*^ moaiv 
All spoke in language of their own, 
But too well to our minstrd known. 
Wearied, bewildered, in amaze. 
Hymning in heart the Virgin's pndse, 
A cross he framed, of Urchen bough, 
And ^neath that cross he laid him low; 
Hid by the heath, and Highland plaid. 
His old harp in his bosom laid. 
O ! when the winds that wandered by. 
Sung on her breast their lullaby. 
How thrilled the tones his bosom thxou^^ 
And deeper, holier, poured his vow ! 

No sleep was his— he raised his eye. 
To note if dangerous place was nigh. 
There columned rocks, abrupt and rude^ 
Hung o^er his gateless solitude : 
The muffled skie, and tanghi^ brier^ 
Precluded freak or entrance here; 
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But yonder oped a little path. 
Overshadowed, deep, and dark as death. 
Trembling, he groped amund his lair 
For mountain ash, but none was there. 
Teeming with forms, his terror grew ; 
Heedful he watidied, for well he knew. 
That in that dark and devious dell. 
Some lingering ghost or spnte must dwell : 
So as he trowed, so it befeL 

The starH were wrapt in curtain gray. 
The blast of midnight died away ; 
Twas just the hour of solenm dread. 
When walk the spirits of the dead. 
Rustled the leaves with gentle motion. 
Groaned his chilled soul in deep devotion. 
The lake-fowFs wake was heard no more ; 
The wave forgot to brush the shore ; 
Hushed was the bleat, on moor and hill ; 
The wandering clouds of heaven stood still. 
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What heart oouldbeor, what ejreoould meel^ 
The spititB in their bne retieat ! 
Rustled again the daiksdme ddl; 
Straight on the minstrel'^s Tiiiion ML 
A trembling and imwonted li^l^ 
That shoved the phantnms to his sight 

Came iSnt a sLender female fornix 
Pale as the moon in Winter stann; 
A babe of sweet simplicity 
Clung to her breast as pale as she, 
And aye she sung its hillaby. 
That cradleu^King of the phantom's duld, 
O ! but it was soothing, holy, and wild f 
But, O ! that song can 111 be sung. 
By Lowland bard, or Lowland tongue. 
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Hu^h) my bonny babe ! huah, tmd be adll ! 
Thy mother^s anns shaU shield thee from iU. 
Far have I borne thee, in sorrow and pa^i^ 
To drink the br^ese of the world agaiDu 
The dew shall mcdsten thy brow so meek. 
And the breeze of midnight fan thy <^eek. 
And soon shall we rest in the bow of the hill; 
Hush, my bonny babe : hush, and be still ! 
For thee have I travailed, in weakness aid woe^ 
The world above and the world bdow. 
My heart was soft, and it £1^ in the sntfe ( 
Thy father was couel, but thou weit fair. 
I sinned, I sorrowed,. I died fir thee ; 
Smile, my bonny babe ! smile on me ! 

See yon ibktk douds of murky hue; 
Yon star that peeps Iran its window Uue ; 
Above yon cbuds, that wander fir» 
Away, above yoB liltle slar^ 
L 
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Theresa a home of peace that ahall soon be thin^ 
And there ahalt thou see thy Father and mine. 
The flowers of the world shall bud and decay, 
The trees of the fewest be weeded away ; 
But there shalt lAoii bloom for ever and aye. 
The time will come, I shall follow thee; 
But long, long hence that time shall be ; 
O weep not thou for thy mother^s ill ; 
Hush, my bcmny babe ! hush, and be still ! 



Sow moved she on with digni^, 
Nor bush, nor brak^ or rock, nor tree. 
Her footsteps staid-^oW cliff so bold, 
Where scarce the roe her foot could hold. 
Stately she wandered, firm and fiee. 
Singing her loftened lullaby. 

Three naked phantoms next came cm ; 
They beckoned low, past, and were gone. 
Then came a troop of sheeted dead. 
With shade of chieftain at thdrhaad. 
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Aad with our bard, in brake forlorn, 
Held converse tiU the break of mom. 
Thdr ghostly rites, their looks, their mouldy 
Or words to man, he never told ; 
But much he learned of mystery, 
Of that was past, and that should be. 
Thenoefortfi he troubles oft divined. 
And scarcely held his perfect mind ; 
Yet still the song, admired when young, 
fie loved, and that in Court he sung. 

f t)e jTate of i)fla(0te0ot. 

THE ELEVENTH BARD'S SONG. 

<< Macgregor, Macgregor, remember our firemen ; 
The moon rises broad from the brow of Ben-Lomond ; 
The dans are impatient, and chide thy delay; 
Arise ! let ua bound to 61en-Lyon away.^-^ 

Stem scowled the Macgregor, then silent and suUen, 
He turned his red qre to the braes of Strathfillan; 
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** Go, Malcolm, to sleeps let the dans be dimuMed ; 
The Campbells this night for JJlacgtegofr must rest^-^ 

<' Macgr^ar, Maqgregor, our scouts have been flyhigy 
Three days, round the hills of M<Nab and GlawLyoQ ; 
Of riding and running such tidings they bear. 
We must meet them at home else theyll quickly be heie.^— 

*' The Campbell may come, as his promises Irind him» 
And haughty M<Nab, with his fpants bdiind him ; 
This night I am bound to relinquish the fray, 
And do what it freezes my vitals to say* 
Forgive me, dear brother, this horror of mind ; 
Thou knowest in the strife I was never behind, 
Nor ever receded a foot horn the van. 
Or blenched at the hre or the prowess of man. 
But 1 Ve swam by the cross, by my God, and by all ! 
An oath which I cannot, and dare not recall-* 
Ere the shadows of midnight fall east from the pie, 
To meet with a sfxrit this night in Glen«Gyle. 
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Last night, in my chamber, all thoughtful and lone, 
I called to remembrance some deeds I had done. 
When entered a lady, with visage so wan, 
And looks, such as never were fastened on man. 
I knew her, O brodier ! I knew her too well ! 
Of that once fair dame such a tale I could tell. 
As would thrill thy bold heart ; but how long she remained. 
So racked was my spirit, my bosom so pained, 
I knew not— but ages seemed short to the while. 
Thou^ proffer the Highlands, nay, all the green isle^ 
With length of existence no man can enjoy. 
The same to endure, the dread proffer Fd fly ! 
The thrice^threatened pangs of last night to forego^ 
Macgregor would dive to the mansions bebw. 
Despainng and mad, to futurity blind. 
The present to shun, and some respite to find, 
I swore, ere the shadow fell east from the pile. 
To meet her alone by the brook of Glen^Gyle. 

She told me, and turned my chilled heart to a stone, 
The glory and name of Macgregor was gone : 
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That the pine, which for ages had shed a bright halo, 
Afar on the mountains of Highland Glen-Fab, 
Should wither and fall ere the turn of yon moon, 
Smit through by the canker of hated Colquhoun : 
That a feast on Macgregors each day diould be common, 
For years; to the eagles of Lennox and Lomond. 

A parting embrace, in one moment, she gave: 
Her breath was a furnace, her bosom the grave ! 
Then flitting elusive, she said, with a frown, 
" The mighty Macgr^or shall yet be my own !"— 

*^ Macgregor, thy fandes are wild as the wind ; 
The dreams of the night have disordered thy mind. 
Come, buckle thy panoply-— march to the fields- 
See, brother, how hacked are thy hehnet and shield ! 
Ay, that was M'Nab, in the hdght of his pride. 
When the lions of Dochart stood firm by his side. 
This night the proud chief his presumption shall rue ; 
Rise, brother, these chinks in his heart-blood will glue : 
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Thy fantases frightful shall flit on the wmg, 
When loud with thy bugle Glen-Lycm shall ring.^— 

Like glimpse of the moon through the storm of the night, 
Macgr^;or^s red eye shed one sparkle of light: 
It faded — it darkened — he shuddered-^e sighted— 
<< No ! not for the universe !^ low he replied. 

Away went Macgregor, but went not alone ; 
To watch the dread rendezvous, Malcolm has gone. 
They oared the broad Lomond, so still and serene, 
And deep in her bosom, how awful the scene ! 
O^er mountains inverted the blue waters curled. 
And rocked them on skies of a £ur nether world. 

All eilent they went, for the time was approaching ; 
The moon the blue zenith already was touching ; 
No foot was abroad on the forest or hill. 
No sound but the lullaby sung by the rill; 
Young Malcolm at distance, couched, trembling the while— 
Macgregor stood lone by the brook of 61en-6yle. 
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Few minutes had passed, ere they sped on tlie stteam, 
A skiff Bailing liglit, where a lady did seem ; 
Her sail was the web of the gossamer^s loom, 
The glow-worai her wakeligfat, the rainbow her boom ; 
A dim rayless beam was her prow and her mast, 
Like wrid&e, at midnight, that glares on the waste. 
Though rough was the met with rode and cascade^ 
No torrent, no rock, her velodty staid ; 
She wimpled the water to weather and lee^ 
And heated naif borne on the wayes of the sea. 
Mute Naturawaa roused in the bounds of the glen; 
The wild deer^Gaiitney aband on ed his den, 
Fled panting4i«By, over liver and isle. 
Nor onoe turned his eye to the Iwook of Gloi-Gyle. 

Th? foK fled in tenor; the ea^ awoke, 
As slumbering he desad on the shelve of the rock; 
Astonished, to hide in the mom^beam he fldw. 
And screwed the ni^t«heaven tiU lost in the blue 

Young Makobn beheld the pale lady apfsiiaeh, 
The chieftain salute her, and shrink from her touch. 
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He saw the MBCgrtgpir kneel down on the plain^ 
As beg^ng for samething he could not obtain ; 
She raised him incUgnant, derided his stay, 
Then bore him on board, set her sail, and away. 

Though fast the red bark down the river did glide, 
Yet faster ran Maloohn adown by its side ; 
<< Macgregor ! Macgregosr r he bitterly cried ; 
^< Macgregor ! Macgr^por I'' the echoes rephed. 
He struck at the lady, but, strange though it seem. 
His sword only fell on the rocks and the stream ; 
But the groans from the^boat, that ascended amain, 

Were groans from a bosom in horror and pain.— 

« 

They reached the dark lake, and bore lightly away ; 
Macgregor is vanished for ever and aye ! 



Abrupt as glance of morning sun, 
The bard of Iioniond^'s lay is done. 
Loves not the swain, from path of dew, 
At mom the golden orb to view. 
Rise broad and yellow from the main. 
While scarce a shadow lines the plain ; 
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Well knows he then the gathering doud 
Shall all his noontide glories shroud, 
Like smile of mom before the rain, 
Appeared the minstrel^s moimtiug strain. 
As easy inexperienced hind. 
Who sees not coming rains and wind, 
The beacon of the dawning hour, 
Nor notes the Uink before the shower. 
Astonished, ^mid his open grain. 
Sees round him pour the sudden rain^- 
So looked the still attentive throng, 
When dosed at once Macfar)ane^s song. 

Time was itp— when he ^gan to tell 
Of spectre stem, and barge of hell ; 
Loud, and more loud, the minstrd sung ; 
Loud, and more loud, the chords he rung ; 
Wild grew his looks, *for well he knew 
The scene was dread, the tale was true; 
And ere Loch-Ketturine^s wave was won, 
Faultered his voice, his breath was done. 
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I 
He raised his brown hand to his brow, ^ 

To veil his eye^s enraptured glow ; , 

Flung back his locks of silver gray, ! 

Lifted his crutch, and limped away. | 

i 
I 

The Bard of Clyde stepped next in view ; { 

Tall was his form, his harp was new ; j 

Brightened, his dark eye as he sung ; i 

A stammer fluttered on his taagae ; 

A captain in the wars was he, 

And sprung of noble pedigree. 



THE TWELFTH BARD*8 SONG. 

'< What makes Earl Walter pace the wood 
In the wan light of the moon ? 

Why altered is Earl Walter's mood 
So strangely, and so soon ?^— 
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<( It 18 his lot to fight a knight 

Whom man oould never tame, 
To-morrow, in his Soverdgn'^s sight, 

Or bear perpetual shame.^-— 

** Go >Rram the Clyde, go warn the Ayr, 

Go warn than suddenly. 
If none will fi^t for Earl Walter, 

Some one may fight for ma^— 

<< Now hold your tongue, my daughter dear. 
Now hold your tongue for shame ! 

For never shall my son Walter 
Disgrace his father'^s name. 

<< Shall ladies tell, and minstrels sing. 

How lord of Scottish blood. 
By proxy fought before his king ? 

No, never ! by the rood I*^— 
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Earl Walter roae ere it uraa dAy, 

For battle made him boun^; 
Earl Walter momited his bcmny gray, 

And rode to Stiriing town. 

Old Hamiltan from the tower came down, 

« Go sad^ a steed for me. 
And ril away to Stirling town. 

This deadly bout to see. 

« AGne eye is dim, my locks are gray^ 

My cheek is furred and wan; 
Ah, me 1 but I hinre seen the day 

I feared not single man ! 

<< Bring me my steed,^ said Hamilton; 

<< Darde his vaunts may rue ; 
Whoever sbys my only son 

Must fight the father too. 
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" Whoever fights my nbUe son 

May foin the best he can ; 
Whoever braves Wat HamiltDiiy 

Shall know he braves a man.^—- 

And there was riding in belt and fara&4 

And running o^er holt and ka I 
For all the lords of fair Scotland 

Came there the fi^t to see. 

And squire, and groom, and baron hcid^ 

Trooping in thousands came. 
And many a hind, and warrior old^ 

And many a lovely dame 

When good Earl Walter rode the ring. 

Upon his mettled gray, 
There was none so ready as our good king 

To bid that Earl good day. 
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For one so gallant and so young, 

Oh, many a heart beat hi^; 
And no fair eye in all the throng, 

Nor rosy cheek, was diy. 

But up then spoke the king^s daughter, 

Fair Maigaret was her name— 
^ If we should lose brave Earl Walter, 

My sire is sore to blame. 

<< Forbid the fig^t, my li^, I pray. 

Upon my bended knee.^«- 
^ Daughter, Fm loth to say you nay; 

It cannot, must not be.^— 

^ Proclaim it round,^ the princess cried, 

<< Proclaim it suddenly ; 
If none will fight for Eari Walter^ 

Some cme may fig^t for me. 
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<< In Douglas^fble *I h^ye a timber, 

With many a^hplln and>hill^ 
111 give them fdl, Ohd ten tiraes morft. 

To him will Darae kiU.''— 

But up then spoke dd Hamiltoa, 

And dofied his bonnet Uue ; 
In his sunk eye the tear-drop shone. 

And his gray locks o^cr it fletr:-^ 

<< Cease, cease, thou kivdy lojal Hudd, 

Small cause hast thou far pain; 
Wat Hamilton shall have no aid 

^Gainst brd of France oor %Min. 

« I bre my boy; but should he fly. 

Or other for him fight, 
Heaven grant that first his parent's eye 

May set in endless ni^ l^r-* 



/^ 
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Young Margaret Iduahed, her weeping staidy 

And quietly looked on : 
Now Maigaret was the Surest maid 

On whom the dayli^t qlMme. 

Her eye was like the star of love. 
That blinks across the evening dun ; 

The locks that waved that eye above. 
Like light clouds curling lound the^sun. 

When Darcie entered in the ring,, 
A shudder round the circle flew : 

Like men who ftom & serpent ^ring, 
They startled at tiie view. 

His look so fieitse, his crest so high. 

His belts and bands (^gold, 
And the glances of hia chargorV eye 

Were dreadftil to hAM. 
M 
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But when he saw Earl Walter^s fkoe. 

So rosy and so young, 
He frowned, and sneered with haughty gnioey 

And round disdainful flung. 

<< What ! dost thou turn my skill to sport. 

And break thy jests on me ? 
Thinkst thou I sought the Scottish court, 
. To play with boys like thee ? 

<< Fond youth go home and leani to ride ; 

For pity get thee gone; 
Tilt with the girls and boys of Clyde, 

And boast of what thou*st done. 

^< If Darde^s spear but touch thy breast. 

It flies thy body through ; 
If Darcie*s sword come o^er thy crest. 

It cleaves thy heart in two."** 
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*< I came not here to vaunt, Daicie; 

I came not here to scold ; 
It ill befits a knight like thee 

Such proud discourse to hold. 

^ To-morrow boast, amid the throng, 

Of deeds which thou hast done; 
To^j restrain thy saucy tongue; 

Rude blusterer, come cm !^ 

Rip went the spurs in mther steed. 

To different posts they sprung ; 
Quivered each spear o'er duu^r's head ; 

Forward each warrior hung. 

The horn Wew once — the horn blew twic^^ 
Oh ! many a heart beat high ! 

''Twas silence all ! — the horn blew thrice- 
Dazzled waa every eye. 



Digitized by 



Google 



164 THE QUEEN^S WAMM. KI6IET U 

Hast thou not seeii^ fixffn heaven, in in^ 

The eagle swift descend P 
Hast thou not se^ the sheeted fir^ 

The lowering darkness rend? 

Not faster ^ides the eagle gray 
Adown the yielding wind ; » 

Not faster bears the bolt away, 
Leaving the stonn behind; 

Than flew the warriors on thor way. 

With full suspended breath ; 
Than flew the warriors on their way 

Across the field of death. 

So fierce the shock, so loud the clangs 

The gleams of fire were seen ; 
The rocks and towers of Stirling nmg, 

And the red blood fell lietween. 
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Earl Waltar'^s gray was borne aside, 

Lord Darde^s black held on. 
** Oh I ever alack,^ fair Maigaret cried, 

" The brave Earl Walter's gone !" 
<< Oh ! ever alack,^ the king replied, 

« That ever the deed was dbne !"*— 

Earl Walter's broken corslet doffed. 

He turned with lightened eye ; 
His glancing spear he raised aloft. 

And seemed to threat the tiky. 

Lord Darde's spear aimed at his breast, 

He parried dfext'rously ; 
Then caught hini rudely by the wrist. 

Saying, " Warrior, come with me !"— 

Lord Darcie drew. Lord Darde threw; 

But threw and drew in vain ; 
Lord Darcie drew. Lord Darcie threw. 

And spurred his black amain. 
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Down came Lord Darcie, casque and braod 

Loud rattled on the day ; 
Down came Earl Walter, hand in hand, 

And head to head they lay. 

Lord Daicie^s steed tiumed to his lord. 

And trembling stood bdiind ; 
But off Earl Walter^s dapple scoured 

Far fleeter than the wind; 
Nor stop, nor stay, nor gate, nor ford^ 

Could make her look behind. 

O^er holt, o^er hiU, o^er slc^ and slacks 

She sought her native stall ; 
She liked not Danders doughty black, 

Nor Darcie^s spear at all. 

*< Even go thy ways," Earl Walter cried, 

** Since better may not be ; 
ril trust my life with weapon tried. 

But never again with thee. 
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<< Rifle up, Lord Dame, sey thy brandy 

And fling thy mail away ; 
For foot to foot, and hand to hand, 

We^ll now decide the day.""*- 

So said, 8o done ; their hehns they flung, 
Th^ doublets linked and sheen; 

And hawberk, annlet, cuirass, rung 
Promiscuous on the green. 

** Now, Danae ! now thy dreaded name^ 

That oft has chilled a fioe. 
Thy hard-earned honours, and thy famc^ 

Depend on every bbw. 

*^ Sharp be thine eye, and ^rm thy hand ; 

Thy heart unmoved remain ; 
For never was the Scottish brand 

Upreared, and reared in vun."^— -i 
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<*" Now do thy best, young Hamilton, 

Rewarded slialt thou be ; 
Thy king, ihy country, and thy kin, 

All, all depend on thee ! 

" Thy fiidier'*8 heart yearns lor his son, 

The hufies^ cheeks grow wan ; 
Wat Hamilton ! Wat Hamilton! 

Now prove thyself a man !" 

^< What makes Lord Barcie shift and dance 

So fast aroimd the plain P 
What makes Lord Darcie strike and lance^ 

As pas^on fired his brain ? 

" Lay on, ky on,** said Hamilton ; 

" Thou bear^st thee boisf rously ; 
If thou shouldst pelt till day be done. 

Thy weapon I defy. 
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'< What makeft IkxA Darcie shift and wear 

So fast around the plain ? 
Why is Lmd Darcie^s hoUande fair 

All stripped inth crimson gmin ?^— . 

The first blow that Earl Walter made 

He clove his whiskered chin, 
" Beshrew thy heart,'' Loifd Daitie said, 

" Ye sharply do begin !" 

The next blow that £arl Walter made, 

Quite thraogh the gare it mn. 
" Now, by my fdith," Lord Darde saidj 

« That's stricken like A man.^ 

The third blow thai Earl Waiter made, 

It pierced his lordly side. 
" Now, by my troth,** Lord Darcie saici, 

" Thy marks are ill to bide.'' 
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Lord Daicie^s sw<Nrd be forced aJiig^t, 

And tripped hhn on the plain. 
<< 0, ever alack,^ then cried the kni^t, 

<< I ne^er ahall rise again T 

When good Earl Walter saw he giew 

So pale, and lay flo low, 
Away his brace of swoidB he thiew. 

And raised bia Minting £». 

Then rang the list with shouts of joy, 
Loud and nunre loud they grew, 

And maiiy a bonnet to the sky 
And many a ooif they threw. 

The tear stood m the father's eye,«— 

He wiped his aged brow,«^ 
*< Give me thy hand, my gallant boy ! 

I knew thee not till now. 
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^' My liege, my king, this is my son 

Whom I present to thee ; 
Nor would I change Wat Hamilton 

For all the lads I seeJ''— 

^< Welcome, my friend and warrior old i 

This gallant son of thine 
Is much too good for baron bold. 

He must.be son of mine ! 

<< For he shaQ wed my daughter dear, 

The flower of fair Scotland ; 
The badge of honour he shall wear, 

And sit at my right hand 

^^ And he shall have the lands of Kyle, 

And royH bounds of Clyde ; 
And he shall have all Arran^'s isle 

To dower his roval bride.^ 
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The princess smiled, tod sore was flufilied# 

O, but her heart was fain ! 
An4 aye her cheek of beauty blush^ 

Like rose-bud in the rain. 

From this the Hatmltdns of Clyde 

Their royal lineage draw ; 
And thus was woti the fiurest bride 

That Scotland eVer saw ! 



When ceased the lay, the plaudits rung, 
Not for the bard, or song he sung; 
But every eye with pleasure shone, 
And cast its smiles on one alone,— 
That one was princely Hamilton ! 
And well the gallant chief approved 
"The bard who sung of sire beloved, 
And pleased were all the court to see 
The minstrel hailed so courteously. 
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Again is every oourtaer^a gaae 
Speaking suspense, and deep amaze ; 
The bard was statei;y» dark aad slern,— r 
'Twas DnmuDond finwn the eiooks of En». 
Tall was tiU frame, hia forehead big^t 
Still and myst^oos. waa hia eye ; 
His look^ was like a wint^ day^ 
When storms and winds ]pave sunk away. 

Well versed was he iaholy k»e; 
In cloistered dome the oowl he wose ; 
But) wearied with the elemal stxain 
Of formal bi:eidats» cold and vain» 
He wooed, ia depth o£ Hi^dand dale, 
The nlver spring and mountain gale. 

In gray GUen-Ample^s fbvest deep^ 
Hid from the sains and tempesi^s sweep. 
In bosom of an. aged wood 
His solilaiy ootlage stood 
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Its walls were basdoned, dark, and dem» 
Dark was its roof of filmot fern, 
And dark the vista down the Unn, 
But all was love and peace within. 
Religion, man^s first finend and best, 
Was in that home a constant guest ; 
There, sweetly, every mom and even^ 
Warm orisons were poured to Heaven : 
And every diff Glen- Ample knew. 
And green wood on her banks that grew. 
In answer to his bounding string. 
Had learned the hymns of Heaven to nng; 
With many a song of mystic lore. 
Rude as when sung in days of yore. 

His were the snowy flocks, that strayed 
Adown Glen- Airtney'^s forest glade ; 
And his the goat, and diesnut hind, 
Where proud Ben- Vorlich cleaves the wind : 
There oft, when suns of sununer shone. 
The bard would sit, and muse alone. 
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Of innoceiice, expelled b j man ; 
Of nature^s fair and wonderous plan ; 
Of the eternal throne sublime. 
Of visions seen in ancioit time. 
Till his rapt soul would leave her home 
In visionary worlds to roam. 
Then would the mists that wandered bye 
Seem hovering spirits to his eye : 
. Then would the breeze^s whistling 8weq», 
Soft lulling in the cavern deep. 
Seem to the enthusiast's dreaming ear 
The words of spirits whispered near. 

Loathed his firm soul the measured chime 
And florid films of modem rhyme ; 
No other lays became his tongue 
But those his rude forefiithers sung. 
And when, by wandering minstrel warned^ 
The mandate of his queen he learned. 
So much he prized the ancient strain. 
High hopes had he the prize to gain. 
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With modest, yoC «i«|j^atic i 
He tuned his hurp oC seleiiui slnin : 
O list the tale, ye fiMNr and y^ung^ 
A lay so strange was ne¥<i: suog ! 

THE THIRTEENTH BARD'S SONG. 

Boony Eabneny gaed up the glen ; 
But it wasna to meet DuBeiBaTs meii» 
Nor the rosy monk o£ the isb to sec^ 
For Kilmesy was puce as pure could be. 
It was only to hear the Yorlin sing, 
And pu^ the cress-flower round the spring; 
The scarlet hypp and the hindberrye. 
And the nut that hang frae the haneLtree; . 
For Kilmeny waspuoe as. pure could be. 
But kng may her mimiy look o^-er the wa% 
And lang may. she sotk T the green^wood shaw ; 
Lang the Unrd of Duneira Uame^ 
And lang, liuig greet or Ehneny cone hame ! 
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When vMoy a day had oome and fled, 
When grief grew cahn, and hope was dead^ 
When mess for KQinei^^B soul had been sung^ 
When the bedes-man had f^myeAy and the dead- 
bell rung, 
Late, late in a gloanun when all waa styi. 
When the fihfige was red on the weftt&n hiU, 
The wood was sere* the mocm ¥ the wime. 
The reek o^ |he cot hung over the jdlEun^ 
Like a Uttk wee ckmd in the w^^ld its lane ; 
Wh«i the ingle lowed with an ^ry leme, 
Late, late in the gloamin Kilineny came hame ! 

<< Kifaneny, Kilmeny, wh^e hase you been? 
Lang hae we sought baith h^ andden; 
By Unn, by ford, and green-wood tree. 
Yet you are halesome and fair to see. 
Where gat you that joup o^ the Ully scheen ? 
That bonny snood of the birk aiae green ? 
And these roses, the fairest that ever were seen ? 
Kihneny, Eilmeny, where have you been?^ 
N 
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Ejlmeny looked up with a lovely graoe^ 
But oae smile was seen <m Eilmeny^s face ; 
As still was her look, and as still was her ee. 
As the stillness that lay on the emenint lea. 
Or the mist that sleeps on a waveless sea. 
For Kilmeny had heen she knew not where, 
And Eifaneny had seen what she could not declare; 
dmeny had heesk where the cock never crew, 
Where the rain never fell, and the wind never blew. 
But it seemed as the harp of the sky had rung. 
And the airs of heaven played round her tongue. 
When she spake of the lovely forms she had seoi. 
And a land where sin had never been ; 
A land of love, and a land of light, 
Withouten sun, or moon, or night : 
Where the river swa'^d a living stream, 
And the light a pure celestial beam : 
The land of visbn it would seem, 
A still, an everlasting dream. 

In yon green-wood there is a walk. 
And in that waik there is a w^ie. 
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And in that wene there is a maike. 
That neither has flesh, blood, nor bane ; 
And down in yon green-wood he walks his lan«. 

In that green wene Kihneny lay. 
Her bosom happed wi** the flowerits gay ; 
But the air was soft and the silence deqp, 
And bonny Kilmeny fdl sound asleep. 
She kend nae mair, nor opened her ee, 
Tilliraked by the hymns of a far oountrye. 

She Vakened on couch of the silk sae slim, 
All striped wi^ the bars of the rainbow^s rim ; 
And lovely beings round were rife. 
Who erst had travelled mortal life ; 
And aye they smiled, and ^gan to speer, 
*^ What spirit has brought this mortal here?*— 

*^ Lang have I journeyed the world wide,* 
A meek and reverend fere replied ; 
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<< Baitb night and day t have iratdhed the fiur, 

Eident a thousand years and mair. 

Yes, I have watched oW ilk degree. 

Wherever blooms femenitye ; 

But sinless virgin, free of stun 

In mind and body, fand I nane. 

Never, since the banquet of tune, 

Found I a viigin in her prime, 

Till late this bonny maiden I saw 

As spodess as die moming snaw : 

Full twenty years she has lived as free 

As the spirits that scgdiuii this oountrye. 

I have btottgfat'her away frae the snares of men^ 

That an or death she never may ken.^— 

They dasped her waiste and her hands sae fiiir^ 
They kissed her dieek, and they kemed her hair. 
And round came many a blooming fere. 
Saying, «♦ Bonny Eilmeny, ye're weloome here ! 
Women are freed of the littand soom: 
O, blessed be the day Eilmeny was bom ! 
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Now shall the land of the spirits see. 

Now shall it ken what a woman may be ! 

Many a lang year in sorrow and pain. 

Many a lang year through the world weVe gane^ 

Commissioned to watch fair womankind. 

For its they who nurice th^ inunortal mind. 

We have watched their steps as the dawning shone, 

And deep in the green-wood walks alone^ 

By lilly bower and nlken bed. 

The viewless tears have o^er them shed ; 

Have soothed their ardent minds to sleep. 

Or left the couch of love to weep. 

We have seen ! we have seen ! but the time must 

come. 
And the angels will weep at the day of doom ! 

<< O, would the fairest of mortal kind 
Aye keep the holy truths in mind, 
That kindred spirits their motions see^ 
Who watch their ways with anxious ee, 
And grieve for the guilt of humanitye ! 
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O, sweet to Heaven the maiden^s prayer, 
And the sigh that heaves a bosom sae fair ! 
And dear to Heaven the wardB of truth, 
And the praise of virtue frae beauty^s mouth ! 
And dear to the viewless forms of air, 
The minds that kyth as the body fair ! 

<< O, bonny Kihneny ! free frae stiun, 
If ever you seek the world again, 
That world of sin, of sorrow and fear, 
O, tell of the joys that are waiting here ; 
And tell of the eigns you shall shortly see ; 
Of the times that are now, and the times that shall 
be-^— 

They Med Eilmeny, they led her away. 
And she walked in the light of a sunless day : 
The sky was a dome of crystal bright. 
The fountain of vision, and fountain of Ught : 
The emerald fields were of dazzling glow. 
And the flowers of everlasting blow. 
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Then deep id the stretun her body they laid^ 
That her youth aixl beauty never nugfat fade ; 
And tfa^y aoiiled on heaven^ when they saw her lift 
In the stream of life that i^andefed bye. 
And she heard a song, she heard it sung^ 
She kend not where ; but sae sweetly it rung. 
It fell on her ear like a dream of the mom : 
<< O ! blest be the day Eilmeny was bom I 
Now shall the land of the spirits seei 
Now shall it ken what a woman may be i 
The sun that shines on the world sae bright, 
A borrowed gl^d frae the fotmtain of light ; 
And the moon that sleeks the eky sae dun. 
Like a gouden bow, or a beamless sun, 
Shall wear away, and be seen nae mair, 
And the angels shall miss them travelling the air. 
But lang, lang after baith night and day. 
When the sun and the world have elyed away ; 
When the sinner has gane to his waesome doom, 
Kilmeny shall smile in eternal bloom !^— 
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They bore her away she wist not how, 
For flhe felt not arm nor rest below ; 
But so swift they wained her thktnigh the lights 
TTwas like the motion of sound or ^ght ; 
They seemed to split the gales of air, 
And yet nor gale nor breeze was there. 
Unnumbered groves below them grew, 
They came, they past, and backward flew, 
Like floods of blossoms gliding on. 
In moment seen, in moment gone. 
O, never vales to mortal view 
Appeared like those o^er which they flew ! 
That land to human spirits given, 
The lowermost vales of the storied heavra ;. 
FrcHn thence th<&y can view the world below, 
And heaven^s blue gates with sapphires glow. 
More glory' yet unmeet to know. 

They bore her far to a mountain green, 
To see what mortal never had seen ; 
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And they seated her high on a pari^e sward. 
And bade her heed what shesaw and heard. 
And note the changes die tfmts wrou^t. 
For now she lived in the huid of thought. 
She looked, and she saw nor sun:nor aides, 
But a crystal dome of a thousand diea. 
She looked, and she saw nae land, aright. 
But an endleas whirl of glory and ii^t 
And radiant beings went and came 
Far swifter thtti wind, or the linked flame. 
She hid her een £rae the dazding view ; 
She looked again and the scene was new. 

She saw a sun on a summer sky. 
And clouds of ambar suUng bye ; 
A lovely land beneath her lay. 
And that land had glens and mountains gray ; 
And that land had vallies and hoary piles. 
And marled seas, and a thousand isles; 
Its fields were speckled, its forests green. 
And its lakes were all of the dazzUog dieen. 
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Like magic mirnns, where dumbering lay 

The sun and the sky and the cloudlet gray ; 

Which heaved and trembled and gently swung^ 

On every shore they seemed to be hung; 

For there they iv^ere seen on their downward plain 

A thousand times and a thousand again; 

In winding lake and placid firth^ 

Little peaceful heavens in the bosom of earth* 

Kilmeny sighed and seemed to grieve, 
For she found her heart to that land did cleave ; 
She saw the com wave on the vale^ 
She saw the deer run down the dale ; 
She saw the plaid and the broad daymive^ 
And the brows that the badge of freedom bore ; 
And she thought she had seen the land before. 

She saw a lady at on a throne. 
The fairest that ever the sun shone on I 
A lion hcked her hand of milk, 
And she held him in a leish of silk; 
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And a leifu^ maiden stood at her knee. 
With a silver wand and melting ee ; 
Her aoveragn shield till love stde in, 
And poisoaed all the fount within. 

Then a gruff untowafd bedeman oame^ 
And hundit the lion on his dame : 
And the guardian maid wi** the dauntless ee, 
She dTO{q)ed a tear, and left her knee ; 
And she saw till the queen fine the li6n fled^ 
Till the bonniest flower of the world lay dead. 
A coflSn was set on a. distant plain, 
And she saw the oed blood iaU like rain : 
Then bonny Kilmeny^s heart grew sair, 
And she turned away, and could look nae mair. 

Then the gruff grim carle gimed amain, 
And they trampled him down, but he rose again ; 
And he baited the Uon to deeds of war. 
Till he lapped the bkxxl to the kingdom dear ; 
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And weening his head was danger-fireef. 
When crowned with the rose and dover leai^ 
He gowled at the carie, and diaaed hmi away 
To feed wT the deer on the mountain groy. 
He gowled at the carle^ and he gecked at heayen. 
But his mark was set, and his arlea gpren. 
Kihneny a ^^e her een withdrew; 
She looked again, asnd th^ sooie was new. 



She saw bebw h» fah- unfivlecl 
One half of aH the Rowing world, 
YPliere oceans rolled, and rivers ran, 
To bound the aiBiiB>of sinfid man. 
She saw a people, fierce and fell, 
Burst fhie their bounds like fiends of hell; 
There lilies grew, and the eagle flew. 
And she hericed on her tmvening cvew. 
Till the cities and towers were wrapt in a blase. 
And the thunder it roared oVr the lands and the 
The widows they wailed, and the red Uood ^an, 
And she threatened an end to the race of man : 
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She never lened, nor stood in awe, 
TiU daught fay the lion^s deadly paw. 
Oh ! then the eagle swinked for life. 
And brainzell^d up atnoital gtrife; 
But flew abe jiorlhf w flew ahe south. 
She met wi' Ibtf ^wl of the lionV mouth. 

With a mooted .wing and wa^^ maen^ 
The ei^le flou|^t her eiry again ; 
But lang ma^ she cour in her Uoody nest. 
And lang, lang sleek her wounded breast. 
Before she sey another flight. 
To play wi^ the norhmd Uon'^s mig^t 

But to fling the sigMs Kilmeny saw. 
So fiaur sturpassn^tiature^s law, 
The singci's raice wad suik away. 
And the string of his harp wad eease to play. 
But she saw till the sorrows of man wcce bye. 
And all was love and harmony ; 
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Till the stars of beayea fell calmly away» 
Like the flakes of snaw cm a winter day. 

Then Eilmeny b^ged again to see 
The friends she had left in her own oountxy. 
To tell of the jisce where she had been, 
And the glories that ky in the land unseen; 
To warn the living maidens fiur. 
The loved of Heaven, the spirits^ cave^ 
That all whose minds unmeled remain 
Shall bloom in beauty ^iien time is gane. 

With distant music, soft and deep, 
They lulled Kilmeny sound asleep ; 
And when she awakened, she lay her lane,. 
All happed with flowers in the green-wood wene. 
When seven lang years had come and fled ; 
When grief was calm, and hope was dead; 
When scarce was remembered Sjlmeny*8 nam^ 
Late, late in a gloamin Kilmeny came hame! * 
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And O, her beauty was iair to see. 
But still aod stedfast was her ee ! 
Such beauty bard may never dedare. 
For there was no pride nor pasaon there; 
And the soft desire of maidens een 
In that mild fiioe could never be seen. 
Her seymar was the liUy flower, 
And her chedc the moss-rose in the shower ; 
And her voice like the distant melodye, 
That floats along the twili^t sea. 
But she loved to raake the lanely glen. 
And keeped afar ftae the haunts of men ; 
Her holy hymns unheard to mng, 
To suck the flowers, and drink the spring. 
But wherever her peaceful form appeared. 
The wild beasts of the hill were cheered; 
The wolf played blythly round the fieU, 
The lordly by son lowed and kneeled ; 
The dun deer wooed with manner bland^ 
And cowered aneath her lilly hand. 
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And when at evfin the iroodlands rung, 

When hjnnns of bth«r worhk die Bung^ 

In ecstacy of sweet derotion, 

O9 then the .glen was all in motion. 

The wild beasts of the forest eame, 

Broke from th^ bughts and fiEwdds the tame^ 

And goved around, charmed and amazed ; 

Even the dull cattle crooned and gaaed. 

And murmured and looked with amdous pain 

For something the mystery to explam. 

The buzzard came with die d»o6tle-oodc ; 

The oorby 1^ her houf in the rock; 

The blackbird alang wi^ the eagle flew ; 

The hind came trippb^ o^er the dew; 

The wolf and the kid their mike began. 

And the tod, and the lamb, and tfie leveret ran ; 

The hawk and the heili attour them hung. 

And the merl and the mavb forhooyed thdr young; 

And all in a peaceiiil ring were hurled : 

It was like an eve in a unless world ? 
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When a month and a day had come and gtDe» 
Kihneny sought the greenwood wene ; 
There laid her down on the leaves sae gieen> 
And Kilmeny on earth was never mair seen. 
But O, the words that fell from her mouth. 
Were words of wonder, and words of truth ! 
But all the land were in fear and diead. 
For they koidna whether she was living or dead. 
It wasna her hame, and she oouldna remain ; 
She left this world of sorrow and pam. 
And returned to the land of thou^t again. 



He ceased; and all with kind ocHicem 
Blest in thdr hearts the bard of Em* 

By that the chill and {nerdng air, 
The pallid hue of ladies fair. 
The hidden yawn, and drumbly ^e. 
Loudly announced the morning nigh. 
O 
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BecjiMied the Queoi witii courteous Bnule, 
And breathless sHence gazed the wh3e :«-« 

<< I hdd it best, my kirds,^ she saidy 
<< For knight, for dame, and lovdy maid. 
At wassail, wake, <ir revel hall, 
To part before the senses pa]}. 
Sweet thou^ tiie dmught of pleasure be. 
Why filiouM we drain it to the lee? 
Though here the sninstrel^s fancy play, 
Li^t as the breeae cf smmner-day ; 
Though there in solemn cadence flow. 
Smooth as the night-wind o^er the snow; 
Now bound away with tolling sweep. 
Like tempest o^er the raving deep ; 
High on the moming^s golden screen. 
Or casemate of the rainbow lean ;-— 
Such beauties were in vain prolonged. 
The soul is doyed, the minstrel wronged. * 
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<< Loud is the morning-blast and dtajl^ 
The snow-drift speeds along the hUl ; 
Let ladies of the storm bewaie. 
And knights of ladies take a care; 
From lanes and aOejs guard them well. 
Where lurking ghost or sprite may dwell ; 
But most avoid the dazaling flaie. 
And spirit of the morning ur; 
Hide from thdr eyes that hideous finrm. 
The ruthless angel of the storm. 
I wish, for every gallanfs sake, 
That none may rue our Royal Wake : 
I wish what most his heart approves, 
And every lady what she loves,-«» 
Sweet be her sleep on bed of down, 
And pleaang be her dreams till noon. 
And when you hear the buglers strain^ 
I hope to see you all again.^-— 

Whether the Queen to fear indined. 
Or spoke to cheer the minstrel^s mind, 
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Certes, she spoke with wMwning le^ , 

And ladies smiled her words to hear. 

Yet, though the dawn of morning shone, 

No lady firom that nig^t-wake gone. 

Not even the queen durst sleep alone. 

And scarce had Sleep, with throb and ttg^ 

O^er breast of snow, and moistened eye. 

Outspread his shadowy canopy. 

When every fervid fismale mind. 

Or sailed with witches on the wind. 

In Carlisle drank the potmt wine. 

Or floated on the foamy brine. 

Some strove the land of thought to win^ 

Impelled by hope, withstood by sin; 

And some with angiy sprit stood 

By lonely stream, or pathless wood. 

And oil was heard the broken ogh. 

The half-formed prayer, and smothered cry ; 

So much the minds of old and young 

Were moved by what the minstrels sung* 
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What Lady Gordon did or said 
Could not be learned fincnn lady^s maid. 
And Himtly swore and shook his head. 
But she and all her buskined train 
Appdlured not at the Wake again. 
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BBBB^a^ 



X HE Storm had ceased to shroud the hiU; 
The morning^s hreath was pure and chill; 
And when the sun rose frmn the main. 
No eye the glory could sustain. 
The iddes so dazzling bright; 
The spreading wold so smooth and white; 
The cloudless sky, the air so sheen. 
That roes on Pentland^s top were seen ; 
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And Grampian mountains, fiowning high. 
Seemed froze amid the northern sky. 
The frame was braced, the mind set free 
To feat, or brisk hilarity. 

The sun, far on his southern throne, 
Glow^ in stem majesty alone : 
*Twas Uke the loved, the toilsome day. 
That dawns oil mountaifls west away. 
When the furred Indian hunter hastes 
Far up his Appalachian wastes. 
To range the savage haunts, and dare 
In his dark home the sullen bear. 
And ere that noonday-aun had shone 
Right on the banks of Duddingston, 
Heavens ! what a soene of noise and ^ee, 
And busy brisk anxiety t 
There age and youth th^ pastime take 
On the smooth ice that diains the lake. 
The Highland chief; the Border knight, 
In waving plumes, apd baldrioks hnf^ 
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Join in the Hoodleni tnmSj WBt, 
The aounding-0tQlie to huA afiir^ 
The hair.faraidlh matf the ploMdita diNy 
The nip» the dhbut, the evdoui^ gt«w» 
Till drowsy dmf hor oartaift drew. 

The youth» aa ovanqpe of poliihed steely 
Joined in the raeey th^ edrve^ the wheel; 
With arme ouMieldrtdy and foot attde^ 
like ligfatBlii^ o'er the kke Hkef j^; 
And eastwmd fiur their tmimlee kee|H 
Like angda journqriBg oV the deefk 

When l^ht her apei^gled flag tafittled 
Wide o'er a wen end flbeetod woiU^ 
In keen debate hcMDeweitl 4ie;f hie^ 
For well they biew the Wake #aB w^ 

By momrtaan ifceer^ «nd eolmnn iaS^ 
How solenin wili thai evenii^ fidl I 
The air waa oaK the aiaia wete bright^ 
. The hoar firoA flighfeMl dtywB the ngftt; 
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But oft the listhiiiig groups stood stilly 
For spirits talked along the hill. 
The fiiiiy tribes had gone to won 
In southland climes beneath the sun ; 
By shady woods, and waters sheen, 
And vales of everiasting green, 
To sing of Sootia^s woodlands wild. 
Where human fiice had never smiled* 
The ghost had left the haunted yew. 
The wayward bogle fled the doughy 
The darksome pool of crisp and foant 
Was now no more the kelpies* hcmie : 
But polar sprits sure had spread 
O^er hills which native fays had fled ; 
For all along, from cliiF and tree, 
On ArthurV hiU, and Salisbury, 
Came voices floating down the air 
Frran viewless shades that lingered there: 
The words were fraught with mystery; 
Voices of men they could not be. 
Youths turned their faces to the sky. 
With beating iieorty and bended eye ; 
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Old chieftainB walked with hastened tread, 
Loath that their hearts should bow to dread. 
They feared the spirits of the hill 
To sinful Scotland boded ilL 

Orion up his haldrick drew, 
The evemng star was still in view, 
Scarce had the Pldades cleared the main. 
Or Charles reyoked his golden wain, 
Whea from the palaoe-tunets rang 
The buglers note with warning dang; 
Each tower, each spire, in music spake, 
^* Haste, noUes, to Queen Mary'^s Wake.'' 
The blooming maid ran to bddi^t, 
In spangled lace, and robe of white, 
That graceful emblem of her youth. 
Of guileless heart, and nuuden truth. 
The matron decked her candid frame 
In moony broach, and alk of flame ; 
And every Earl and Baron bold' 
Sparkled in daqp and lo(^ of gold. 
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^Twas the last night of hope and featj 
That bards oould smg, or Sovereign hear; 
And just ere rose the Christmas sun. 
The oiTied prize was lost and w<nl 

The bard that n^t ivho foremost came 
Was not enrolled, nor known his name; 
A youUi he was of manly mold, 
Grentle as lamb, as lion bold ; 
But his fair fiioe, and fiffdbead high. 
Glowed with intruriye modesty. 

^Twas said by bank of southland stream 
Glided his youth in soothing dream; 
The harp he loved, and wont to stray 
Far to the wilds and woods away. 
And sing to brooks that gurgled bye 
Of maiden'^s finrm and maiden^s eye ; 
That, when this dream of youth was past. 
Deep in the shade his harp he cast; 
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In busy life his cares bqpiiled^ 
His heart was true, and fortune smiled. 
But when the Boyal Wake b^an. 
Joyful he came the foremost man^ 
To see the mafeohless bard approved, 
And list the strains he onoe had loved. 

Two nightshad passed, the bai^ had sung— • 
Queen Maiy^s harp from ceBnig hiu^, 
On which was graved her lovely mold, 
Beset with crowns and flowers of gold; 
And many a gem of dazzling dye 
Gbwed on that prize to minstrel^s eye. 

The youth had heard each minstrers strain. 
And, fearing northern bard would gain. 
To try his youthful skill was moved. 
Not for himself, but friends he loved. 
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THE FOURTEENTH BARD'S SONG. 

Lord Pringle^s steed naghs in the stall, 
. His panoply is irksome grown. 
His plumed l^elm hangs in the hall, 
Hb broad daymore is berry brown. 

No more his buglers evening peal 
Bids vassal arm and yeoman ride. 

To drive the deer of Otterdale, 
Or foray on the Border side. 

Instead of hoop and battle knell. 
Of warrior'^s song, and revel free^ 

Is heard the Inters voluptuous swell 
Within the halls of Torwoodlee. 
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Sick lies his heart without relief; 

^Tis love that breeds the warrior^s woe, 
For daughter of a firoward chief, 

A freebooter, his mortal foe. 

But O, that maiden^s form of grace. 
And eye of love, to him were dear ! 

The smile that dimpled on her face 
Was deadlier than th§ Border spear. 

That form was not the poplar^s stem, 
That smile the dawning*s purple line ; 

Nor was that eye the daggling gem 
That glows adown the Indian mine. 

But would you praise the poplar pale. 
Or mom in wreath of roses drest ; 

The fairest flower that woos the vale, 
Or down that clothes the solan^s breast; 
P 
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A thousand times beyond, abov^ 
What rapt endiuaaat ever $air; 

Compare them to that mould of love- 
Young Maiy Soott of Tuahiliiw ! 

The war-flame ^wb on Ettrick pen. 
Bounds forth the foray swift as wind, 

And Tushilaw and all his men 
Have left; tbdr homes afiur behind. 

O lady, lady, kam thy creed. 

And mark the watdi^dog's boist'^rous din; 
The abbot oomes with book and bead^ 

O haste and let the father in I 

And, lad^, mark Us locks so gray, 
His beaid'sb long, and ookrar wan; 

O he has mourned for many a day. 
And sorrowed o^er the nns of man ! 
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And yet so stately iis fak mieii, 

His step so firm, and In-east so bold; 

His brawny 1^ and form, I wecsi. 
Are wonderous for a man so old. 

Short was his greeting, short and low. 
His blesfling short as prayer oould be; 

But oft he sighed, and boded woe, 
And spoke of sin and misery. 

To shrift, to shrift, now ladies all. 
Your prayers and Ave Marias learn; 

Haste, trembling, to the vesper haU, 
For ah ! the priest is dark and steiiL 

Short was the task of lady old. 
Short as confession well could be ; 

The abbot^s orisons were cold. 
His absolutionB frank and free. 
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Go, Maiy Soott, thy spirit meek 

Lay open to the searcfaer^s eye ; 
And let the tear bedew thy cheeky 

Thy sins are of a crimson dye. 

For many a lover thou hast slain, 
And many yet hes sick for thee— 

Young Gihnansdeuch and Deloraine, 
And Pringle, kxrd of Torwoodlee. 

Tell every vish thy bosom near, 

No other an, dear maid, hast thou ; 
And well the abbot loves to hear 

Thy pilots of love and ample vow. 

^< Why stays my Mary Soott so long? 

What giult can youth and beauty wail? 
Of fervent thou^t and pasaon strong, 

Heavens ! what a ackening tedious tal^ !^ 
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O lady, oeaae ; the maiden^s mind, 

Though pure as moniing'^s doudleai beam, 

A crime in every wish can find. 

In noontide g^anoe, and midnight dream. 

To woman^s heart when fair and free^ 
Her fidns seon great and nianifdd ; 

When sunk in guilt and misery. 
No crime can then her soul bdiold. 

^Tis sweet to see the opening flower 
Spread its fair bosom to the sun ; 

^Tis sweet to hear in vernal bower 
The thrushes earliest hymn begun : 

But sweeter far the prayer that wrings 
The tear from maiden^s beaming eye; 

And sweeter far the hymn she flings 
In grateful holy ecstacy. 
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The mass was aaad, but oold and dry 
That mass to Heaven the fiitfaer sent; 

With book, and bead, and rosary^ 
The Mm tb Us'chamber went 

The watch-dog rests with folded eye 
Beneath the portal's gtaj fesloon; 

The wildered Ettrick wanders bye. 
Loud murmtirfaig to the cardess moon. 

The warder fists with hope and dread 
Far distant shoat of £roy begun ; 

The cricket tunes'hia tii^ reed. 
And harps behind the embers dun. 

Why do^ the warder bend Us head. 
And olent stand the casemoit near P 

The cricket slops his little reed. 
The sound of gentle step to hear. 
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many a wi^t finom Border brake 
Has reaved the drowsy warden round ; 

And many a-daug^ter Jain awake, 
When parents trowed them sleeping sound 

The abbot^s bed is well down spread. 

The abbot's bed is soft «»d &ir. 
The abbot's bed is cold as lead— • 

For why ?— -the abbot is not there. 

Was that the blast (^ bugle, home 

Far on the night-wind, wayering diriU? 

'Tis nothing but the shq^ierd's-luNm 
That keeps the watdi on Cacra lufl. 

What means the warder's answering note? 
The moon is west, 'tis near the day ; 

1 thought I heard the warrior^s diout, 
'Tis time the abbot were away ! 
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The bittern mounts the morning air; 

And rings the sky with quavering croon ; 
The watch-dog sallies from his lair. 

And bays the wind and setting moon. 

^Tis not the breeze, nor bittem^s wail, 
Has rous^ the guarder from his den; 

Along the bank, in belt and mail. 
Comes Tuahilaw and all his men. 

The abbot, from his casement, saw 
The finest diieftain^s proud array ; 

He heard the vmce of Tushilaw— • 
The abbof s heart grew cold as day ! 

** Haste, maidens, call my lady fair. 
That room may for my warriors be; 

And bid my daughter come and share 
The cup of joy with them and me. 
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<' Say we have fou^t and won the firay. 
Have lowered our haughty foeman^s jHride ; 

And we have driven the ridbest prey 
That ever lowed by Ettrick ade."" — 

To hear a tale of vanquished foes 

His lady came right cheerAilly ; 
And Mary Scott, like morning rose^ 

Stood blushing at her father^s knee. 

Fast flowed the warrior^s ruthless tale, 
And aye the red cup passed between ; 

But Mary Scott grew lily pale. 
And trembled like the aspin green. 

<* Now, lady, give me wekx>me cheer, 
Queen of the border thou shalt be ; 

For I have brought thee gold and gear, * 
And humbled haughty Torwobdke. 
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<< I beat his yeoosiai in the glen, 
I loceed his hcHses from the stall, 

I slew the bloocUiound in his den, 
And sought the chief through tower and halL 

" ^Tis said in hamlet mean and dnrit 
Nightly he lies with lemon dear; 

O, I would giiGe tot thousand mark. 
To ate hia head upon my spear I 

« Go, maidens, eivery mat be spaead 
On headier, haum, or ro^tass heqp, 

And make for me die scarlet bed, 
For I.haye need of rest and sleep."— 

<< Nay, my good lord, make other choioe. 

In that you cannot rest to^y ; 
For ih&e in peaceful slumber lies 

A holy abbot, dd and gmj."^ 
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The chieftain^s che^k to crimflon grew^ 
Dropt firom hia hand the rosy Mrin^— 

<< An abbot ! curse the cantiDg crew ! 
An abbot sleep in couch of mine ! 

<< Now, lady, as my soul shall thrive, 
rd rather trust my child and thee 

With my two greatest! foes afive^ 
The king of Soots and Torvoodlee. 

<< The lazy hoard of Melrose vale 
^Has brought my life, my all to stake : 

O, lady I I have heard a tale, 
The thought o^t makes my heart to abbe ! 

<< Gro, warriors, hale the i^llain forth^ 
Bring not his loathful form to me ; 

The gate stands open to the norths 
The rope hangs o^er the gaUows tree. 



( 
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« There shall the burning breeze of noon 
Rock the old sensual sluggard blind ; 

There let him swing, till sun and moon 
Have three tames left the world behind.^-^ 

O abbot, abbot, say thy prayers, 
With orisms load every breath ; 

The forest trooper^s on the stairs. 
To drag thee to a shameful death. 

O abbot, abbot, quit thy bed, 

111 armed art thou to meet the strife ; 

Haste, don thy beard, and qudf thy head, . 
And guard the docHr for death or life. 

Thy arm is firm, thy heart is stout. 
Yet thou canst neither fight nor flee ; 

But beauty stands thy guard without. 
Yes, beauty weeps and pleads for thee. 
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Proud, ruthless man, by vengeanoe driven. 
Regardless hears a brother plead ; 

Bisgardless sees the brand of Heaven 
Red quivering o^er his guilty head : 

But once let woman^s soothing tongue 

Implore his help or clemency, 
Around him let her arms be flung, 

Or at his feet her bended knee; 

The world'^s a shadow ! vengeance sleeps ! 

The cluld of reason stands revealed — 
When beauty pleads, when woman weeps, 

He is not man who scorns to yield. 

Stem Tushilaw is gone to sleep. 
Laughing at woman'^s dread of nn ; 

But first he bade his warriors keep 
AU robbers out, and abbots in. 
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The abbot firam Us caiBement high 
Looked out to see the peep of day ; 

The scene that met the abbof s eye 
Filled him with wonder and dismay. 

*Twas not the dews of dawning mildf 
The mountiun^s hues of alver gray^ 

Nor yet the Ettrick^s windings wild. 
By belted holm and bosky brae; 

Nor moorland RanUebum, that raved 
By covert, douj^^ and greenwood shaw ; 

Nor dappled flag of day, that waved 
In streamers pale firom Gilmans-law: 

But many a doubted ox there lay 

At rest upon.tfae castle ka ; 
And there he saw his gaHant gray. 

And all the steeds of Torwoodlee. 
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<' Beshrew the woDt T the abbot said, 
<< The charge nuis high for lodging here ; 

The guard is deep^ the path way-laid. 
My homilies shall cost aoe dear. 

<c Come welly oome woe, with dauntless ooce 

m kneel, and oon my breviary; 
If Tushilaw.is versed in lore, 

^Twill be an awkward game with me.^*- 

Now Tushilaw he wakkl and slept. 
And dreamed and thou^^ till noontide hour; 

But aye this queiy upmost, kept, 
<< What seeks the abbot in my.tower P" 

Stem Tushilaw came down thef st^ir 
With doubtful and indignant ey^ 

And found the holy man at prayer. 
With book, and cross, and rosary. 
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<< To book, to book, thou reaver red. 

Of absolution thou hast need ; 
The sword of Heaven hangs o^er thy head, 

Death is thy doom and hell thy meed !^— 

<< ril take my chance, thou priest of sii^ 

Thy absolutions I disdain ; 
But I will noose thy bearded chin, 

If thus thou talkest to me again. 

<^ Declare thy business and thy name, 
Or short the route to thee is given t*"— 

<< The«bbot I of Coldmghame, 
My errand is the cause of Heaven."— 

<< That shalt thou prove ere we two part; 

Some robber thou, or royal spy : 
But, villain, I will search thy heart, 

And chain thee in the deep to lie f 
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Hence with thy rubbish, hest and ban, 
ViHiiny ards to keep the weak in awe ; 

The scorn of Heaven, the shame of man— - 
No books nor beads for Tushilaw !^ 

<< Oh ! lost to mercy, faith, and love ! 

Thy bolts and chains are nought to me ; 
m call an angel £rom above. 

That soon will set the prisoner free.''— 

Bold Tushilaw, o'er strone and steep, 
Piursues the roe and dusky deer ; 

The abbot lies in dungeon deep. 
The maidens wail, the matrons fear. 

The sweetest flower on Ettrick shaw 
Bends its fiiir form o'er grated keep ; 

Young Mary Scott of Tushilaw 

Sleeps but to sigh, and wakes to weep. 

Q 
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Bold Tuflhilaw, with horn and hounds 
Pursues the deer o^er holt and lea; 

And rides and rules the Border round. 
From Philiphaugh to Gilnockye. 

His page rode down by Melrose fair, 
His page rode down by Colding^ame; 

But not a priest was missing there, 
Nor abbot, fiiar, nor monk of name. 

The evening came ; it was the last 
The abbot in this world should see; 

The bonds are firm, the bolts are fiut. 
No angel comes to set him free. 

Yes, at the stillest hour of night 

SoMy unfolds the iron door; 
Beamed through the gloom unwonted lights 

That light a beauteous angel bore. 
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Fur was the form that oW him hung, 
And fidr the.hands that set him free ; 

The trembling whispers' of her tongue 
Softer than seraj^'^s mdody. 

The abbot^s soul was all on flame, 

Wild transport through his bosom ran ; 

For never angePs airy frame 
Was half so sweet to mortal man ! 

Why walks young Mary Scott so late, 

In veil and cloak of cramasye ? 
The porter opens wide the gate. 

His bonnet moves, and bends his knee. 

Long may the wondering porter wait. 

Before the lady form return ; 
^ Speed, abbot, speed, nor halt nor bate, . 

Nor look thou back to Ranklebum !^ 
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The day amvesi the ladies plead 
In vain for yon mysterious wight ; . 

For Tushilaw his doom decreed. 
Were he an abbot, lord, or knight. 

The chieftain called his warriors stout, 
And ranged them round the gallows tree, 

Then bade tliem bring the abbot out. 
The fate of iraud that all might see. 

The men return of sense bereft, 

Faulter their tongues, th^ eye-balls glare ; 
The door was locked, the fetters left^^ 

All dose f the abbot was not there ! 

The wondering warriors bow to God, 

And matins to the virgin hum ; 
But Tushilaw he gloomed and strode^ 

And walked into the castle dumb. 
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But to the Virgin^s sacred name 
The vow was paid in many a cell ; 

And many a lidi oblation came. 
For that amazing miracle. 

Lord Pringle walked his glens alone, 
Nor flock nor lowing herd he saw ; 

But even the king upon the throne 
Quaked at the name of Tushilaw. 

Lord Pringle^s heart was all on Samef 
Nor peace nor joy his bostnn knew, 

YTwas for the kindest, sweetest dame^ 
That ever brudied the Forest dew. 

Gone is one month with smile and sagh. 
With dream by night and wish by day; 

A second came with moistened eye ; 
Another came and passed away. 
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Why is the flower of yonder pik 
Bending its stem to court decay, 

And Mary Sootf s benignant amik 
Like sun4)eam in a winter day ? 

Sometimes her ooloiur^s like the rose, 
Sometimes ^tb like the lily pale ; 

The flower that in the foiest giows 
Is fallen before the summer gale. 

A mother^s fostenng breast is warm, 
And dark her doubts of love I ween: 

For why ?— ^e felt its early harm— 
A mother^s ^e is sharp and keexk ! 

^is done ! the woman stands revealed ! 

Stem Tushilaw b waked to see ; 
The bearded priest so well concealed. 

Was Pringle, lord of Torwoodlee ! 
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Oh never was tbe tiiuiider*B jar, 
The red tomado^a wasthig wing. 

Nor all the elemental war. 
Like fiiry of the Border king. 

He lauded ak>udp--hb faulchion eyed-- 
A laugh of burning vengeance bom !— 

^ Does thus die coward trow,^ he cried, 
^^ To hold his oanqueror^i power to scorn ! 

« Thinks Tuahilaw of maids or wives, 

Or such a thing as Tcrwoodlee ! 
Had Mary Scott a thousand Uves, 

These lives were all too few for me f 

<< Ere midni^t, in the secret cave. 
This sword shall jnerce her bosom^s core, 

Though I go dbildkss to my grave^ 
And rue the deed for evennoie ! 
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<< O had I lulled the imp to rest 
When first she lisped her name to me^ 

Or pierced her little guileless breast 
When snuling on her nurse^s knee T— - 

<< Just is your vengeance, my good lord, 
^Tis just and meet our dauj^ter die; 

For shaiper than a foeman^s sword 
Is family shame and injuiy. 

<< But trust the rutUess deed to me ; 

I have a vial potent, good; 
Unmeet that all the Scotts should see 

A daughter's oorse embalmed in blood ! 

<< Unmeet her gallant kinsmen know 
The guilt of one so fair and young ; 

No cup should to her mem*^ flow. 
No requiem o'er her grave be sung. 
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<< My potent drauf^t has erst proved true 
Beneath my own and husband's ^e ; 

Trust me, ere falls the monong dew. 
In dreamless sleep shall Mary lie !^— 

<< Even go thy way, thy words are true« 
I knew thy dauntless soul before; 

But list— if thou deoeivest me too, 
Thou hast a head ! I say no more.^— ' 

Stem Tushilaw strode o^er the ley. 
And, wondering, by the twilight saw 

A crystal tear drop from his eye^ 
The first e'er shed by Tushilaw ! 

O grievous are the bonds of steel, 
And blasted hope 'tis hard to prove; 

More grievous far it is to feel 
Ingratitude from those we love. 
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^ What brings my lady mother here, 
Pale as the marmng shower and ooldP 

In her dark eye -why stands the tear? 
Why in her hand a cup of goldr— 

« My Mary, thou art ill at rest. 
Fervid and feverish is thy blood ; 

Still yearns o^er thee thy mother's breast, 
Take this, my child, 'tis for thy goodT— 

O sad, sad was young Mary's plight ! 

She took the cup-*no word she spake : 
She had even irished that very night 

To sleepy and never more to wake 

She took the cup—she drank it dry. 
Then pillowed soft her beauteous head. 

And calmly watched her mother's eye ; 
But O that eye was hard to read ! 
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Her moistened eye, so mild and meek. 
Soon sunk their auburn firinge beneath ; 

The ringlets on her li^myiglf cheek 
Heaved gentler with her stea£ng breath ! 

She turned her fiux unto the wall. 
Her colour changed to pallid day; 

Long ere the dews began to faU, 
The flower of Ettrick lifeless ky f 

Why underneath her winding sheet 
Does broidered silk her fonn eaoEM f 

Why is cold Mary's buddned feel 

AU laced with belts and bands of gold? 

^< What boots to me these robes so gi^ ? 

To wear them now no child have I ! 
They should have graced her bridal day. 

Now they must in the church-yard lie I 
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<< I thought to see my daughter ride, 

In gdiden gear and cramasjre. 
To Mary'^s fiuoe, the loveUest bride 

E^er to the Virgin bent the knee. 

<^ Now I may by her funeral wain 
Ride silent o^er the mountain gray : 

Her revel hall, the gloomy fane; 
Her bridal bed, the cheerless day P 

Why that ridi snood with plume and laoe 
Round Mary^s lifeless temples drawn ? 

Why is the napkin o^er her faoe» 
A fiagment of the lily lawn ? 

<< My Mary has another home ; 

And far, far though her jpumey be, 
When she to Paradise shall come. 

Then will my child remember me !^— - 
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O many a flower was round her spread, 
And many a pearl and diamond bright. 

And many, a window round her head 
Shed on her form a bootless light ! 

Lord Pringle sat on Maygill brae, 

Pondering on war and vengeance meet ; 

The Cadan toiled in narrow way, 

The Tweed rdOed fiir beneath his feet 

Not Tweed, by gulf and whirlpool mazed, . 

Through dark wood-glen, by him was seen ; 
For still his thought-set eye was raised 

To Ettrick mountains, wild and green. 

Sullen he sat, unstaid, unblest. 
He thought of battle, broil, and blood ; 

He never crossed, he never wist 
l^ill by his ade a Palmer stood. 
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<' Ha^te, my good lord, this letter read, 

111 bodes it listless thus to be ; 
Upon a die Fve set my head. 

And brought this letter &r to thee.^—- 

Lord Pring^ looked the letter on. 
His &oe grew pale as winter sky ; 

But, ere the half of it was done, 
The tear of joy stood in his eye. 

A purse he to the Palmer threw, 

Mounted the cleft of aged tree, 
Three times aloud his bugle blew. 

And hasted home to Torwoodlee. 

^Twas scarcely past the hour of noon 
When first the foray whoop began ; 

And, in the wan light of the moon, 
Through March and Teviotdale it ran. 
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Far to the south it spread away. 
Startled the hind by fold and tree ; 

And aye the watch-word of the firay 

Was, " Kde for Ker and Torwoodlee !'' 

Wheal next the day b^an to fade, 

The warriors round thor chieftains range ; 

And many a soleinn vow they made. 
And many an oath of fell revenge. 

The Prinj^es^ plumea indignant dance- 
It was a gallant sight to see ; 

And many a Ker, with ffword and lance. 
Stood rank and file on Torwoodlee. 

As they fared up yaa cndgy glen. 

Where Tweed sweeps round the Thorny-hill^ 
Old Gidecm Murray and his men 

The {araj joined with ri^t good-wilL 
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They hasted up by iPlora ode, 
And north above Mount-Benger turn, 

And lothly forced with them to tide 
Black Douglas of the Craigy-bum. 

When they came nigh Saint Mary^s lake 
The day-sky glimmered on the dew ; 

They hid their horses in the brake, 
And lurked in heath and braken dough. 

The lake one purple vall^ li^y. 

Where tints of glowing light were seen ; 

The ganza wave^ his cuneal way, 
With yellow oar and quoif of green. 

The dark cock bayed above the coomb, 
Throned mid the wavy fringe of gold, 

Unwreathed from dawning*s fairy loom. 
In many a soft vermilion fold. 
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The tiny skiib of silirer nnt 
Lingered aloi^ the aluraberiag vale; 

Bdkd Ihe gray stag with fervid bfeast 
Hi^ OB the moors of Me^al^^ye. 

There hid in doug^ and hollow den^ 
Grazing iprDund the still sublime 

There lay Lovd Prinze and his men 
On beds of hefttb and moorhmd thyme 

That morning found roi^h TusUlaw 

In all the iather^s guise appear ; 
An end of aU his hopes he saw 

KutNided in Mary'^s gilded bier. 

No eye could traoe without conoem 
The suffering wanrior^s trouUed look; 

The throbs that hesved his bosom steniy 
No ear oould beaiv no heart eould brook. 
R 
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** Woe be to thee, thou wicked dame ! 

My Mary'^s prayers and accents mild 
Might well have rendered vengeance lame— 

This hand could ne^er have slain my child ! 

<< But thou, in frenzied fatal hour. 
Reft the sweet life thou gavest away, 

And crushed to earth the fairest flower 
That ever breathed the breeze of day. 

<< My all is lost, my hope is fled. 

The sword shall ne^er be drawn for me ; . 

Unblest, linhonoured my gray head— 
My child ! would I had died for thee !"*— 

The bdl tolls o^er a new-made grave ; 

Th^ lengthened funeral train is seen 
Stemming the Yarrow^s nlver wave, 

And darkening Dryhope holms so green. 
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When nigh the virgin^s &ne they drew, 
Just by the verge of holy ground, 

The Kers and Pringles left the clough. 
And hemmed the wondering Sootts around. 

Vassal and peasant, sdzed with dread. 
Sped oflP, and looked not once behind; 

And all who came for wine and bread. 
Fled like the cha£P before the wind. 

But all the ScotCs together flew,— 
For every Scott of name was there^^- 

In sullen mood their weapons drew, 
And back to back for fight prepare. 

Rough was the onset— boast, nor threat. 
Nor word, was heard from friend or toe; 

At once began the work of fate. 
With peiibus thrust and deadly blow. 
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O but the Harden lads were true, 
And bore them bravely in the broil f 

The doi^y hard of wild Buccleugh 
Saged lake a haa in the tc^. 

His sword on bassenet was broke. 
The Mood was streaming to his heel, 

But soon to ward the fisital stxoke 
Up rattled twenty blades of steel. 

Young Raebum tflbed gallantly ; 

But BaJph of Gilmanscleugh was skon, 
Philip and Hugh of BaiHitee^ 

And Witttttn hard of Ddoraiae. 

Bed Witt of Thirkatane came on, 
WiA his kng sword and svUen e^; 

Jealous of andeMt honours won, 
Woe to the wight that came him nig^ ! 
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He was the last the nudes to hteakf 
And, fijfuig^ £Might full defipemtoly; 

At length within his feudal lake 
He stood, and fou^ unto the knee. 

Wild looked he lound £rom side lo side ; 

No frieiidly skiff was thece that day 1 . 
For why? the kni^ in boodess pnde. 

Had driven then fkon the wave tamy* 

« 
Sore did he roe the stem decrce 1 

Red lolkd the biUow ixm the west ; 

And fishes «wam indignantly 

Deep o^er the heroes boa»% hiseasL 



When bud has roared the wiatry i 

Till winds have eeaaed, and rains aae gon^, 

There oft Ae shqsherd^s tremUing fonn 
Stands gaidbg o^er gigantic iMoe, 
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P<Hideriiig of Time's luutayiiig tide ; 

« 
Of andent duefs hj kiiunien alam; 

Of feudal rights, and feudal pride, 

And Kckkfls Will of Thirlestane. 

But long shall Ettrick rue the strife 
That reft her farave and generous son, 

Who ne'er in all his restless life 
Did unbeeoming thmg^— but one. 

Old Tushilaw, with sword in hand. 
And heart to fiercest woes s prey. 

Seemed courting eveiy foeman's brand. 
And fiiught in hottest of the Smj. 

In vain the galboit kinsmen stood 
* Wedged in a fimn and bristled ring ; 
Thdr iuneml weeds are bathed in bloody 
No corslets round tfadr bomoBS ding. . 
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Against the lance and helmed file 

Thdr courage, nught, and skill were vam; 
Short was the conflict, short the while 

Ere all the Sootts were bound or slain. 

When first the hostile band upsprung. 
The bod}[ in the church was laid. 

Where vows were made, and vequiems sung, 
By matron, monk, and weeping maid. 

Lord Prinze came— before his eye 

The monks and maidens kneeled in fear; 

But Lady Tushilaw stood bye. 
And policed to her Mary'^s hiet ! 

*^ Thou lord of guile and malice keen. 
What boots thia doleful wotk to theet 

Could Sdotland sudi a pair have seen 
As Maiy Soott and TorwoodleeP'U. 
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Lord Pringlecttne, wo mmd be qpoke^ 
Nor owned die pfingB his hoaoHi kn^ir ; 

But his fiill heart was like to break 
In every throb his faoeoHi drew. 

<< O I had veened vkh findest faeMTt^ 
Woe to the giulcAd finend who lied i«^ 

Thiadaj dbautdjoinusneW topait, 
TfaiB day that I ehoisld win my bride ! 

<« But I will flee th^ fiuse 80 Boedct 
Goid» pale» Md liftkw though it be ; 

And I will kiss that ocandy dieek, 
Once spooler dian the noae to oie.^-^ 

With tDmUing hand he niaeA the lid. 
Sweet wat the perfione round that flew ; 

For there wieve atrewed the roiee red, 
And «ycry flower the fiveat knew. 



Digitized by 



Google 



HIOHT iU. TEB aOBSlirS WAKB. £40 

He drew the fidr Imim fixm her fi»e, 
'Tw«9 daoked with aaay a oostly wreath ; 

And still it wove a mothiiig grace 
Even in the diill abodes ^f death. 

And aye he prest the dieek eo white, 
And aye he iriteod the lipe foelored. 

Till pitying naideM wept outr^iht. 
And ev&k the ttipd mankB wexe mofed. 

Why atarti Lord Piingle to his knee? 

Why bend his eyes with watohfnl stnin P 
The maideas shriek his mien to see ; 

The startled priests inqpiire in vain ! 

Was that a sdb, an earthly sigh, 

That heaved the iowers so lightly shed? 

'Twas but the wind that wandered bye, 
And kissed the bosom of the dead I 
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Are these the glowing tints of life 
O^er Mary^s cheek that come and fly ? 

Ah, no ! the red flowers round axe rifi^ 
The rosebud flings its softened dye. 

Why grows the gazer^s a^t so dim ; 

Stay, dear illusion, stall b^^iule ! 
Thou art worth crowns and worlds to him— 

Last, dear illusiiMi, last awhile f 

Short was thy sway, frausied and shortp 

For ever fell tlie val on thee; 
Thy startling form of fears the spcvt. 

Vanished in sweet reality ! 

^Tb past ! and darkly stand revealed 
A mother^s cares and purpose deep: 

That kiss, the last adieu diat sealed, 
Waked Mary fitom her death Jike sleep I 
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Slowly she raised her form of grace;, 
Her eyes no ray oonceptive flung ; 

And O, her raold, her languid fiice. 
Was like a flower too early sprung ! 

<< O I lie sick and weary here, 

My heart is bound in moveless chain ; 

Another cup, my mother dear, 

I cannot sleep though I would fain !^— - 

She drank the wine with calm delay, 

She drank the wine with pause and sigh : 

Slowly, as wakes the dawning day, 

Dawned kmgJost thought in Mary^s eye. 

She looked at pall, she looked at bier, 

At altar, shrine, and rosary ; 
She saw her lady mother near^ 

And at her side brave Torwoodlee t 
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TTwas ail a dbeeflDl, Mr lx)dfid good, 
A phantom of the fevered farain ! 

She laid her down in moaning jsood. 
To sooth her woes in aleep again. 

Needs not to paint diat joyful hour^ 
The nuptial tow, the bridal ^ee» 

How Maiy Scott, the Forest Arrav 
Was home a hide to Torwoodlee. 

Needs not to say, how warriors prayed 
When Mary g^ded fimn the dome; 

lliey thought the Virgin^s holy shade 
In likeness of the dead had ooma 

Diamond and ruby rayed her waist. 
And twinkled round bet braw so fiur ; 

She wore more gold jxpan her bxeast 
Than would have bought the hills of Yair. 
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A foot 80 li|^t^ m find so meety 
Ne'er tniik Saint Mary's kmdj lea; 

A bride so gay, a face so sweet. 
The Tanow brats Aall never see. 

Old Tushilaw deigned not to smik^ 
No grateful word Us tongne could say, 

He took one kiss, Uest her the while. 
Wiped his dark eye, aad turned away. 

The Scotts were freed, and peace restored; 

Each Scott, each Ker, each Prii^e swoie^ 
Swore by Ins name, and by his swosA, • 

To be firm fiiends for evermore. 

Lord Pring^e's hills were stocked anew^ 
Drove after diore came nijg^dy free ; 

But many a Border Bazon knew 
Whence came the dower to TorwwU^* 
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Scarce had the doeing measure rung. 
When fixxn the nng the minstrel sprung^ 
O^er foot of nuud, and cane of man. 
Three tunes he foundered as he ran. 
And his gilt harp, of floweiy frame, 
Left ready for the next that came. 
Loud were the plaudits,— -all the fair 
Their eyes turned to the royal chair : 
They looked again,— 410 bard was there ! 
But whisper, smile, and question ran. 
Around the ring anent the man ; 
While all the noUes of the 86uth 
lauded the generous stranger youth. 

The next was bred on southern shore, 
Beneath the mists of Lammermore ; 
And long, by Nith and ciystal Tweed, 
Had taught the Border youth to read. 
The strains of Greece, the bard oTTroy, 
Were all his theme, and all his joy. 



Digitized by 



Google 



NIGHT UX. THE QUBBITS WAKB. tS5 

Well toned his voice of wars to sing ; 
His hair was dark as raven^s wing ; 
His eye an intellectual lance ; 
No heart could bear its searching glance : 
But eveiy bard to him was dear ; 
His heart was kind, his soul sincere. 

When first of Royal Wake he heard. 
Forthwith it chained his sole regard : 
It was his thought, his hourly theme. 
His morning prayer, his midni^t dream. 
Knights, dames, and squiies of each degree^ 
He deemed as fond of songs as he. 
And talked of them continually. 
But when he heard the Highland strain, 
Scarce could his breast his soul contain ; 
'Twas all imequalled, and would make 
Immortal Bards ! immortal Wake ! 
About Dunedin streets he ran. 
Each kni^t he met, each maid, each man, 
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In field, in alley, tower, or hall, 

The Wake was first, the Wake was ail. 

Alike to him Ae sonth or north, 
So high he hetd the minslrel worth, 
So hi^ his ardent nrad was wrought, 
Onoe of himself he scarcely thought 
Dear to his heart the strain subbne. 
The strain admned in ancient time; 
And of his minatrd honours proud. 
He strung his harp too h^h, too loud. 
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THE FIFTEENTH BARD'S SONG. 

The heath-oock had whirred at the break of the mom, 

The moon of her tasaels of silver was shorn. 

When hoary King Edward lay tosang in ire, 

His blood in a ferment, his bosom on fire ; 

His battle-files, stretched o^er the valley, were still 

As Eden^s pine forests that darkened the hill. 

He slept— but his visions were loathly and grim : 
How quivered his Up ! and how quaked every limb f 
His dull moving eye showed how troubled his rest, 
And deep were the throbs of his labouring breast. 

He saw the Scot^s banner red streaming on high ; 
The fierce Scottish warriors determined and nigh ; 
Their columns of steel, and, bright Reaming, before^ 
The lance, the broad target, and Hi^iland claymore^ 

S 
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And, lo ! at their head, in stem ^ry appeared 

That hero of heroes so hated and feared ; 

TTwas the exile of Bachrin that I^d the amy. 

And Wallace^s sprit was pointing the way : 

His eye wfis a torch, beaming ruin and wnitb, 

And graved on Us helmet yna^-^Vengeance or DmA! 



In far Ethiopui^s desert domain, 
Where whirlwinds new mountains up-pile on the plain. 
Their crested brown billows, fieree curling on Ugh, 
Overshadow the sun, and are tossed to the sky ; 
But, meeting eadi other, they burst and reooal. 
Mix, thunder, and sink, with a reeling tunnoil . 
As dreadful the <xiset that Edward beheld, 
As fast his brave l^bns were heaped on the field. 

The plaided blue Highlander, swift as the wind. 
Spread terror before him, and ruin behind. 
Thick clouds of Uood-vapour brood over the slain. 
And ]^(dittbroke and Howard are stretched on the jdain.. 
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The chieftam he hated, all covered with blood, 
Still nearer and nearer approached where he stood; 
He oould not retreat, and no suooour was near*— 
^* IXe, scorpion !^ he cried, and pursued his career. 
The king felt the iron retreat frmn the wound. 
No hand to ujdidd him, he sunk on the ground : 
His spirit escaped on the wings of the wind, 
Left terror, confiiaon, and carnage behind. 
Till on the green Pentlaad he thou^t he sat lone, 
And pondered on troubles and times that wrere gone. 

He looked over meadow, ImMui river, and downe. 
From OchePs fidr mountains to Lammennore brown; 
He still found his heart and desires were the same; 
He wished to leave Scotland nor sceptre nor name. 



He thought, as he lay on the green mountain thyme, 
A spirit approached him in manner suMime. 
At first she appeared Uke a streamer of light. 
But still as she neared she was formed to his si|^t 
Her robe was the blue silken val of the sky. 
The drop of the amethyst deepened its dye ; 
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Her crown was a helmet, emblanmed with pearl ; 
Her mantle the sunbeam, her bracelets the beryl ; 
Her hands and her feet like the bright burning levin ; 
Her face was the face of an angd from heaven : 
Aroimd her the winds and the echoes grew still, 
And rainbows were formed in the cloud of the hiU. 

Like music that floats o'er the soft heaving deep, 
When twilight has lulled all the breezes asleep, 
The wild fairy airs in our forests that rung, 
Or hymn of the sky by a seraph when sung ; 
So sweet were the tones on the fancy^that broke. 
When the Guardian of Scotland's proud mountains thus 
spoke :— 

" What boots, mighty Edward, thy victories won? 
^Tis over; thy sand of existence is run; 
Thy laurels are faded, dispersed in the blast ; 
Thy soul from the bar of Omnipotence cast. 
To wander bewildered o'er mountain and plain. 
O'er lands thou hast steeped with the blood of the slain. 
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« I heard of thy guerdon, I heard it on high : 
Thou'^rt doomed on these mountains to linger and lie. 
The mark of the tempest, the sport of the wind. 
The tempest of conscience, the storm of the mind. 
Till people thou'^st hated, and sworn to subdue. 
Triumphant from bondage shall burst in thy view, 
Th^ sceptre and liberty bravely regain. 
And climb to renown over moimtains of slain. 

** I thought (and I joined my endeavours to thine,) 
The time was arrived when the two should combine ; 
For ^tis known that they will ^mong the hosts of the sky, 
And we thought that blest asra of concord was nigh. 
But ages unborn yet shall flit on the wing. 
And Scotland to England ere then give a king; 
A father to monarchs, whose flourishing sway 
The ocean and ends of the earth shall obey. 

** See yon Uttle hamlet overshadowed with smoke. 
See yon hoary battlement throned on the rock. 
Even there shall a city in splendour break forth. 
The haughty Dunedin, the Queen of the North ; 
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There leanung shall flourish, and liberty smile. 
The awe of the world, and the pride of the isle. 

^* But thy lonely spirit shall roam in dismay ; 
And weep o''er thy labours so soon to decay. 
In yon western plain, where thy power overthrew 
The bulwarks of Caledon, valiant and few ; 
Where beamed the red faulchion of ravage and wrath ; 
Where tyranny, horsed on the dragons of death. 
Bode ruthless through blood of the honoured and just 
When Grseme and brave Stuart lay bleeding in dust, 
The wailings of Ubeity pierced the sky ; 
Th^ Eternal, in pity, averted his eye ! 

** Even there shall the power of thy nations oombmedj 
Proud England, green Grin, and Normandy joined, 
Exulting in numbers, and dreadful array, 
Led on by Carnarvon, to Scotland away, 
As thick as the snow-flakes that pour firom the pole. 
Or silver-mailed waves on the ocean that roll. 
A handful cdT heroes, all desperate driven. 
Impelled by the mi^t and the vengeance of Heaven ; 
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By them shall his l^icms be ail overborae. 
And melt from the field like the mist of the morn. 
The Thistle shall rear her rough front to the sky, 
And the Rose and the Shamrock at Carron shall die. 

<< How couldst thou imagine those spirits of flame ^ 

Would stoop to oppression, to slaveiy, and shame I 
Ah ! never; the licm may couch to thy sway, 
The mighty leviathan bend and obey ; 
But the Scots, round their king and Innxid bamner unfurled, 
Thdr mountains will keep against thee and the world.^ 

King Edward awoke with a groan and a start. 
The vision was vamshed, but not from his heart ! 
His coiurage was high, but his vigour was gone; 
He cursed the Scotch nation, and bade them lead on. 
His legions moved on like a doud of the west ; 
But fierce was the fever that boiled in his breast 
On sand of Ihe Sdway they rested his bed, 
Where the soul of the king and the wairior fled ; 
He heard not the sound of the evening curfew ; 
But the whisper that died on his tongue was-*<^ Subdue !^ 
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The bard hid sung 80 bold and hi^, 
While patriot fire fladied frcHii his eye, 
That ere King Edward won to rest. 
Or sheet was spread above his breast. 
The harp-stiings jarred in wild mistone; 
The minstrel throbbed, his Tcnoe was gone* 
Upon his harp he leaned his head, 
And softly from the ring was led. 

The next was from a western vale, 
Where Nith winds slowly down the dale ; 
Where play tlie waves o^er golden grain. 
Like mimic billows of the main. 
Of the old 'ehn his harp was made, 
That bent o^er Cluden^s loneliest shade : 
No gilded sculpture round her flamed. 
For his o^ hand that harp had framed. 
In stolen homrs, when, labour done. 
He strayed to view the parting sun. 
O when the toy to him so fair, 
Began to form beneath his care. 
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How danced his youthful heart with joy ! 
How constant grew the dear employ ! 
The sun would chamber in the Ken ; 
The red star rise o^er Locherben; 
The solemn moon, in sickly hue, 
Waked Aom her eastern couch of dew. 
Would half way gain the vault on high, 
Bathe in the Nith, slow stealing by, 
And still the bard his task would ply. 

When his first notes, fiom covert gray. 
Arrested maiden on her way ; 
When ceased the reaper^s evening tale. 
And paused the shepherd of the dale,«- 
Bootless all higher worldly bliss. 
To crown our minstrers happiness ! 
What all the joys by fortune g^ven. 
To cloyless song, the gift of Heaven f 

That harp could make the matron stare. 
Bristle the peasant^s hoary hair. 
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Make patrioUfareasts with aidour giowy 
And wairiar pant to meet the foe ; 
And long by Nith the maidens young 
Shall chant the strains their nusstrcl sung; 
At ewe-bu{^ or at e'Tening Sold, 
When resting on the daisied wbldy 
Combing their lodes of waving gold. 
Oft the fair group ennqpt, shall name 
Th^ lost, their daifing Cymiingfaame; 
His was a song bdioved in youth,— 
A tale of woi^-a tale of trulb. 

THE SIXTEENTH BARD'S SONG. 

Who^s he that at Dumlanrig^s gate 
Hollas so kmd, and raps so late ? 
Nor warder's threiU;, nor porter's growl, 
Question, nor' watch-dog's angry howl, 
He once regards, but rap and caU, 
Thundering alternate shake the wall. 
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The captive, stretched in dungeon deep, 
Waked from his painful viakmed sleep ; 
His meagre fonn ftom pavement raised. 
And listened to the sounds amated: 
Both bayle and keep rang with the din. 
And Doug^ heard the noise within. 

*^ Ho ! rise, IXunlanrig ! all^s at stake ! 
Ho ! rise, Dumlaar^ ! DcMiglas, wake !— 
Bk>w, warder— bkyw thy wanung shrill, 
Light up the beacon cm the hill, 
For round thee reaves thy ruthless foe.-— 
Arise, Dumlani% ! I)oiq;las, ho !^— 

His fur-cloak round him Douglas threw. 
And to the crennel eager flew. 
<< What news? ^<4iatnews? thou stalwart groom^ 
Who thus, in midnigfat^s deepest gloom, 
Bring'*st to my gate the loud alarm 
Of foray wide and country ham .^ 
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What are thy dangers? what thy fears? 
Say out thy message, Douglas hears.*^ 

<< Haste, Douglas! Douglas, arm with speedy 
And mount thy fleetest battle steed ; 
For Lennox, with the southern host. 
Whom thou hast baulked and curbed the most. 
Like locusts from the Solway blown. 
Are spread upon thy mountains brown ; 
Broke fixMU thdr camp in search of prey. 
They drive thy flocks and herds away ; 
Boused by revenge, and hunger keen, , 
TheyVe swept the hills of fisur Dalveen ; 
Nor left thee bullock, goat, or steer. 
On all the holms of Durisdea*. 

*^ One troop came to my father^s hall ; 
They burnt our tower,«-they took our all. 
My dear, my only sister May, 
By force the ruffians bore away ; 
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Nor kid, nor lamb, bleats in the ^en. 
Around all lonely Locherben ! 

*< My twenty men, I have no moe. 
Eager to cross the roaming foe, 
Well armed with hauberk and broad sword^ 
Keep ward at Cample^s rugged ford. 
Before they bear their prey across, 
Some Southrons shall their helmets lose. 
If not the heads those helmets shield, — 
O, haste thee, Douglas, to the field !^ — 
With that his horse around he drew. 
And down the path like lightning flew. 

<^ Arm,^ cried the Douglas, *^ one and all ^ 
And vanished from the echoing wall. 
<< Arm !^ was the word ; along it ran 
Through manor, bayle, and bailncan ; 
And clank and clatter burst at once 
From every loop of hall and sconce. 
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With whoop of groom, aad waider^s call. 
And prandng steeds, ^twas hurry alL 

At first, like thunder^s distant tooi^ 
The rattling &n came rolling on, 
Echoed Dumlaniig woods around; 
Louder and louder sweUed the sound. 
Till like the sheeted flame of wonder, 
That rends the shoals of heaven asunder. 

When first the word, ^ToarmsT was^ven^ 
Glowed all the eastern porch of heavoi; 
A Wreathy doud of oriait farown. 
Had heralded the riang moon. 
Whose verge was like a silver bow, 
Bending o'*er Granna^s lofty brow ; 
And ere above the mountam Uue 
Her wasted orb was rdled in view, 
A thousand men, in armour sheen, 
Stood ranked upon Dundanrig greeA« 
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The Nith they stemmed in finn amy; 
For Cample-ford they bent thar way. 
Than Douglas and his men that night. 
Never saw yeomen nobler sig^t ; 
Mounted on tall curvetting steed. 
He rode undaunted at their head ; 
His shadow on the water still. 
Like giant on a moving hill. 
The ghastly buU Vhead scowled on high, 
Emblem of death to fisemen's eye; 
And bloody hearts on streamers pale^ 
Waved wildly in the midni^t gale. 

O, haste thee, Douglas ! haste and ride ! 
Thy kinsmen's corpses stem the tide ! 
What red, what dauntless youth is he. 
Who stands in Cample to the knee ; 
Whose arm of steel, and weapon good. 
Still dyes the stream with Southern blood, 
While round him M his fidthful men P 
'Tis Morison of Xocherfaen. 
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O9 haste thee, Douglas, to the fray, 
Ere won be that important way ! 
The Southion''s countless prey, within 
The dreadful coils of Crigfaup linn, 
No passage from the moor can find,«— 
The wood below, the gulf behind : 
One pass there is, and one alone. 
And in that pass stands Morison. 
Who crosses there, or man or beast. 
Must make their passage o^er his breas|. 
And over heaps of mangled dead. 
That dam red Camjde from its bed. 
His sister^s cries his soul alarm, 
And add new vigour to his arm. 
His twenty men are waned to ten. 
O, haste to dauntless Locheiboi ! 

The Southrons^ baulked, impatient turn. 
And crowd once more the fatal bourn. 
AH desperate grew the work of deaths 
No yielding but with yielding breath; 



Digitized by 



Google 



MIGHT III. THB QUEBN^B WAKB. 879 

Even still lay every death-struck man, 
For footing to the furious van. 
The little band was seized with dread. 
Behind their rampart of the dead : 
Power from their arms began to fly. 
And hope within th^ breasts to die. 
When loud they heard the cheering word 
Of— « Douglas! Douf^rcraas the ford; 
Then turned the Southron swift as wmd, 
For Serte the battle raged behind. 

O, stay, brave Morison ! O, stay ! 
Guard but that pass till break of day ; 
Thy flocks, thy aster to retrieve. 
That task to dou^ty Douglas leave : 
Let not thine ardour «il betiay,-** 
Thy mi^t is lepent— brave warrior, stay. 

O, ibrlhe lyre of heaven, that rung • 
When linden's kfty hymn was sung ; 
T 
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Or his, who from the hei^t beheld 
The reeling strife of Flodden field ! 
Then far on img of genius borne 
Should ring the wcmders of that mom : 
Mom !— «h 1 how many a warrior bold 
That mom was never to behold ! 
When rival rank to rank drew nigh. 
When eye was fixed on foeman'^s eye. 
When lowered was lanoe, and bent was bow> 
And faulchion.denched to strike the blow» 
No breath was heard, nor clapk of mail. 
Each fiioe with rage grew deadly pale^ 
Trembled the moon^s reluctant ray ; 
The breeze of heaven sunk soft away. 

So iuriouB was that bnset^s shock, 
JDestruction^s gates at once unlock : 
^Twas like the earthquake's hollow groan, 
When tpwers-and towns are overthrown : 
*Twas like the river's midni^t crush, 
When snows dissolve, and torrents rush ; 
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When fidds of ice, in rude wray, 
Obstruct its own resikless way : 
^Twas like the whirlwind'^s rending sweep . 
^was like the tempest of the deep. 
Where C<xnybraken^8 surges driven. 
Meet, mount, and lash the breast of heaven. 

^Twas foot to foot, and brand to brand; 
Oft hilt to hilt, and hand to hand ; 
Oft gallant foemen, woe to tell, 
Dead in each olher^'s bosoms fell ! 
The horsemen met with might and main. 
Then reeled, and wheeled, and met again. 
A thousand spears on hawberks bang ; 
A thousand swords on helmets dang. 
Where might was with the feeble blent, 
Still there the line of battle bent; 
As oft reocnled from flank assail. 
While blows fell thick as rattling hail. 
Nature stood mute that fiiteful hour, 
All save the ranks on Cample-moor, 




Digitized by VjOOQIC 



And mountain goats tfaftt left tfaair den. 
And bleating fled to Gacndi |^. 

Dumlanrig, aye in battle keen, 
Tbe foremast in tbe facoil was seen: 
Woe to the wanior dared withstand 
The progress of his deadly brand ! 
He sat so fiinit he reined so well, 
Whole ranks before his charger felL 
A valiant youth kqit by bis side. 
With crest and armour cnmsonrdyed; 
Charged still with him the yidding £6e^ 
And seconded his every blow. 
The Doug^ "mod^red wheooe he came^ 
And asked his linen^e ai)d his oame. 
Twas he whp kepi the naciow way. 
Who raised at ficst the baOle-fiay, 
And roused Dumla^r^ aiad bk mff^'^ 
Brave Moriaon of Lpcfaerben. 

«< My chief,^'" he said,. " forgjive my tsfor 
Pat one than life to me more dear ; 
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But late I heard my filter cfy, 
< Dulkilanrig, now thy weapon ply*^— 
Her guaid waits in yon hollow lea. 
Beneath the shade of spreading tree.^— 

Dumlanrig's eye with ardour dione; 
<< Follow !^ he cried, and spurred him on. 
A dose gasoon the horsemen made, 
Dou^as and Morison the head. 
And through the ranks impetuous hatef 
By dint of lanoe and broad daymQre, 
Mid shouts, and groans of parting life. 
For hard and doubtful was the strife. 
Behind a knight, firm belted on. 
They found the fiur May Morison. 
But why, through all Dumknrig^s train. 
Search her bright eyes, and search in yainP 
A stranger mounts her on his steed; 
Brave Morison, where art thou fled? 
The drivers for their booty feared. 
And, soon as Camfde-ford was deaired, 
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To work they fell, and forced away 
Across the stream thar nii|^ty prey. 
The bleating flocks in terror ran 
Across the bloody breast of man ; 
Even the dull cattle gazed with dread. 
And, lowing, foundered o^er the dead. 

The Southrons still the fight maintain; 
Though broke, they closed and fought again. 
Till shouting drivers gave the word. 
That ail the flocks had deaied the ford; 
Then to that pass the bands retire. 
And safely braved Dumlanrig^s ire. 
Bashly he tried, and tried in vain. 
That steep, that &tal path to gain ; 
Madly prolonged th^ unequal fray, 
And lost his men, and lost the day. 
Amid the battlers fiercest shock. 
Three spears were on his bosom broke. 
Then forced in flight to seek remede. 
Had it not been his noble steed. 
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That swift away his master bore, 
He ne^er had seen DHmlanrig more. 

The day-beam, fidm his moonli^^t sleep, 
O^er Queensbeny began to peep, 
Kneeled drowsy on the mountain feni, 
At length rose tiptoe on the cum, 
Embracing, in his bosom pale^ 
The stars, the moon, and shadowy dale. 
Then what a scene appalkd the view. 
On Cample-moor, as dawning grew ! 
Along the pur[de heather spread. 
Lay mixed the dying and the dead; 
Stem foemen there firom quarrdi eease. 
Who ne^er before had met in peace. 
Two kinsmen good the Douglas lost, 
And fuU three hundred of his host ; 
With one by him lamented most. 
The flower of all the Nithsdale m«i. 
Young Morison of Locheibea 
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The Southrans did no foot pofBue, 
Nor seek tbe conffict to renew. 
They knew not at the rising sun 
What miflcUer they'd to Douglas done, 
But to the soiidi pursued their way. 
Glad to escape wMi mudtk a prey. 

Brave Douglas, where thy pride of W€srP 
How stints in Ay bold career I 
Woe, that the Lowtfaer ei^k's kidk 
Should AxAxk he&fte the Lowland todk t 
Woe, that the lordly lion'^s paw 
Of ravening wrives skoold tiink in awe ! 
But douUy woe^ the pittj^ heart 
Should tanaMied from tbe lleid depart! 

Was it the loss df kitismen dear^ 
Or crusted scrtttdi cf Southtofl spear P 
Was it thy dumb thy sullen boat. 
Thy glory by nuMonduet lost ? 
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Or thy proud bofloni) swellilig high, 
Made the round tear roU in thine eye? 
Ah ! no ; thy heart was dooifted to {MroYe 
The sharper pang of slighted love. 

What viaon lingers on the heath. 
Flitting aeross the field of death; 
Its glidkf; moiioDy soKioth and stUl 
As vapour on the twili^t hill» 
Or the last ray of falling even 
Shed throu^ the parting douds of heaven ? 

Is it a sprite that roams forlorn ? 
Or angel firotn the bowers of monly 
Come down a tear of heaven to shed, 
In jnty o'^er the valiant dead ? 
No vain, no fleeting phantom this ! 
No viaon from the bowers of bliss ! 
Its radiant eye^ and stately tread. 
Bespeak some beauteous mountain maid; 
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No rose of Eden^s boflom meek. 

Could matdi that maiden^s nuHstened cheek ; 

No drifted wreath of monung adow, 

« 

The whiteness of her \ottf brow; 
Nor gem of Iii£a*s purest dye^ 
The lustre of her eagle eye. 

When beauty, Eden^s bowers within, 
First stretched the arm to deeds of sin ; 
When passion burned, and prudmioe slept, 
The pitying angels bent and wept 
But tears more soft were never shed, 
No, not when angels bowed the head, 
A ogh more mild did never breathe 
O^er human nature whdmed in death. 
Nor woe and dignity comUne 
In face so lovely, so benign, 
As Douglas saw that dismal hour, 
Bent o^er a corse on Cample-moor ; 
A lady o^er her diield, her trust, 
A brave, an only biother^s dust. 
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What heart of man unmoved can lie. 
When plays the smile in beauty^s eye P 
Or when a fonn of grace and love 
To music's notes can lightly move ? 
Yes : there are hearts unmoved can see 
The smile, the ring, the revdiy ; 
But heart of warrior ne^er could bear 
The beam of beauty'*s crystal tear. 
Well was that mom the maxim proved-^ 
The Douglas saw, the Douglas loved 

<< O, cease thy tears, my lovely May, 
Sweet floweret of the banks of Ae, 
His soul thou never caiMt recall ; 
He fell as warrior wont to fall. 
Deep, deep the loss we both bewail : 
But that deep loss to countervail. 
Far as the day-flight of the hern. 
From Locherben to green Glencaim, 
From where the Sbinnd t<»rents pour 
To the lone vales of Crawford-moor, 
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The faiiy linka of Tweed and Lyn^ 
All, all the Doof^ has, is thine, 
AndDouj^loo; whatever betide^ 
Straight thou ahalt be Dumlamig'B fande.^^^ 

«What! miglitychitfyafaridetotfaee! 
No, by yon heaven's High Majesty, 
SocMier m beg, foricm and poor. 
Bent at thy meanest vaMaPs door. 
Than look thy ifdendsd halls within, 
Thou deer, wrapt in a lion'^s skin ! 

<< Here lies thy bhnroBt knight in death; 
Thy kinsmen strew the purple heath ; 
What boots thy boasted mountains gfeen? 
Nor flock, nor herd, can there be seen; 
All driven befiire thy vaunting foe 
To ruthless a]ati|^ter, Ueat and low, 
Whilst thou«*-shame on thy dastard head !— 
A wooing commit amid the dead. 
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<< O, that this feeble maidea hand 
Could bend the bor^ or widd the fanadi 
If yeomen muttered in my hall, 
Or trooped ohiequioua at my call. 
My oountry^a honour Fd restoK, 
And shame thy faee for evermoise. 
Go, first thy ikieks and herds regain ; 
Revenge thy fiiends in battle slain; 
Thy wounded honour heal ; that done, 
Douglas toay ask May Moiison.^ 

Thimlanrig^s blood to'^s bosom nuhed^ 
His manly cheek like crimson blushed. 
He caUed three yeomen to hie side: 
<< Haste, gallant wairiors, haste and ride ! 
Warn landaty on the hanks of Daur, 
The fierce M'Tiwk and Lochinyaur; 
Tell them that Lennox flies amain; 
Th<it Maxwell and Olencaim ave ta^en ; 
Eilpatrick with the spoiler rides; 
The Johnston flies, and Jardine hides : 
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That I akme am left to fight, 

For ooimtry^B cause and soveragn^s right. 

My friends are fidlen-nny warrian toiledF-* 

My towns are burnt— my vassals spoiled: 

Yet say— beforeto-moTTDw^s sun 

With amber tips the mountain dun. 

Either that host of ruthless thieves 

ni scatter like the finrest leaves, 

Or my wrung heart shall cease to jiBj^ 

And my right hand the sword to sway. 

At Blackwood FU their coming bide : 

Haste, gallant warriors, haste and ride !^— 

He gpoke; j ea c h yeoman bent his eyc^ 
And forward stooped in act to fly ; 
No plea was uiged, no short demur ; 
Each heel was turned to strike the spar. 

As ever ye saw the red deer^s brood, 
From covert sprung, traverse the wood; 
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Or heath-fowl beat the mountain wind, 
And leave the fowler fixt behind; 
As ever ye saw three arrows spring 
At once from yew-bow^s twanging string- 
So flew the messengers of death. 
And, lessening, vanished on the heath. 

The Douglas bade his troops with speed 
Prepare due honours for the dead« 
And meet well armed at eveninig still 
On the green cone of Blackford-hilL 
There ciune M^Turk to aid the war. 
With troops from Shinnel glens and Scaur ; 
Fierce Gordon with the dans of Ken, 
And Lindsay with his Crawford men ; 
Old Morton, too, forlorn and gray. 
Whose son had fidlen at break of day. 

If troops on earth may e^er withstand 
An onset. made by Scottish brand, 
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Then lawkas npuM %wbjb the tlmmg, 
. And ocmscience 'wbispen^^^* This is wraog:^ 
But should m foe^ wfaste'er hk might, 
To Sootia^s ml diqmte her right. 
Or dare cm native mountain chum 
The poorest atom boasts her name, 
Though high that warri(Nr*s banners soar. 
Let him beware the broad daymore. 

Scodandi thj honours Icmg have stood. 
Though rudely cropt, though roUed in blood, 
Yet, bathed in wann and purple dew. 
More g^rious o^er the ruin grew. 
Long flourished thy paternal line ; 
Arabians hneage stoc^ to thine. 

Dumlanrig found his fees secure. 
Stretched on the ridge of Locher-moor. 
The hum that wandered fran their host. 
Far on the midnight breeze was lost 



Digitized by 



Google 



I 



NI«HT III. THE QUEEN'S WAKE. 289 

No deafening dbrum, no buglers swell, 
No watcb-word past from centinel, 
No slight vibration stirred the air 
To warn the Scot a foe was there. 
Save bleat of flocks that wandered slow, 
And oxen^s deep and suUen low. 

What horrors oVr the warrior hang ! 
What vultures watch his soul to fang ! 
What toils ! what snares ! — ^he hies him on 
Where lightnings flash, and thunders groan ; 
Where havock strikes whole l^ons low. 
And death'*s red billows murmuring flow ; 
Yet still he fumes and flounders on. 
Till crushed the moth— its memory gone ! 

Why should the bard, who loves to mourn 
His maiden'^s scorn by mountain bourn. 
Or pour his wild harp's fairy tone 
From sounding chff or green-wood lone, 
U 
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Of slaughtered foemen proudly tel), 
On deeds of deatjl> ^d liornnr 4weU ? 

Dread was p^mlwng*^ martial ixp^ 
Fierce on the foe he rushed like fire. 
Lindsay of Crmdbrf^ knowp to fame. 
That night first gained a heroes name. 
The brave M'Turk of Stenbouse stood 
Bathed to tl|e knpes in Southfon blood ; 
A bqld and geqerous chief was he, 
4d4 foome of aoae^t p^4igree ; 
And (jordoQ with his (jrallowiiy crew, 
0''er i)pi||idering r^Ics resistless flew. 
Short was fbe strifip !t— tiiey fled as fast 
As difffhefoi^ the nortbem blast 

|)upihp)iag> flppks were pc^ 9 few. 
And w^ll tb^ir w(N?$h Pv^mlanrig knew ; 
But ne^er so pn>u4 wa^ hp before 
Of hiQ Itrp^ bounds an4 cpuntless stfnre. 
As when they strung i|p Nithsdale plain. 
Well guarded to their hills again. 
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With Douglas^ name the green^woods rung. 

As battle-songs hi» warriors sung. 

The banners streamed in double row. 

The heart above, the rose below. 

His visage glowed, his pulse beat high, 

And gladness sparkled in his eye :. 

For why, he knew the lovely May, 

Who in Eilpatrick^s castle lay, 

With joy his proud return would view, 

And her impetuous censure rue. 

Well judged he:— Why should haughty chief 
Intrude himself on lady^s grief, 
As if his right, as nought but he 
Were worthy her anxiety. 
No, warrior : keep thy distance due ; 
Beauty is jHroud and jealous too. 
If fair and young thy maiden be. 
Know she knew that ere told by thee. 
Be kind, be gentle, heave the sigh, 
And blush before her jnerdng eye ; 
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For though thouVt noble, brave, and young. 
If rough thy mien and rudj thy traigue, 
Though proudly towers thy tro[diied pile, 
Hope not for beauty'^s yielding smile. 
Oh ! well it suits the brave and higfa^ 
Grentle to prove in lady^s eye. 

Dumlanrig found his lovely flower 
Fair as the sun-beam o^er the shower, 
Grentle as zephyr of the plain. 
Sweet as the rose-bud after rain : 
Gone all her scorn and nudden pride. 
She blushed Dumlanrig*s lovely bride. 

James of Dumlanrig, though thy name 
Scarce vibrates in the ear of fiune. 
But for thy might and valour keen, 
That gallant house had never been. 

Blest be thy memory, gallant man f 
Oft flashed thy broad sword in the van 
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When stem rebellion reared the brand. 

And stained the laurels of our land. 

No knight unshaken stood like thee 

In right of injiu^d majesty : 

Ev'n yet, o'er thy forgotten bier, 

A minstrel drops the burning tear, 

And strikes his wild harp^s boldest string, 

Thy honours on the breeze to fling. 

That mountains once thine own may know 

From whom the Queensberry honours flow. 

Fair be thy mem'^ry, gallant knight ! 
So true in love, so brave in flght ! 
Though o^er thy children'*s princely urn 
The sculpture towers, and seraphs mourn. 
O'er thy green grave shall wave the yew. 
And heaven distil its earliest dew. 



When ceased the bard's protracted song. 
Circled a smile the fair among; 
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The song was fiee, and soft ka fid^ 
So soothing, yet so bold withal^ 
They loved it well, yet, sootib* to 8ay» 
Too long, too varied was the lay. 

^was now the witching time of oi^t, 
When reason stays, and fiiraifrtbatfiright, 
Are shadowed on the pahied sight; 
When fancy moulds upon the mind 
light visions on the passing wind, 
And woos, with iaultering tongue and sigh. 
The shades o'*er mefnory^s wilds that fly ; 
And much the circle Icmged to hear 
Of gliding ^ost, or gifted seer. 
That in. that still and solenm hour 
Might stretob imajpmtion''s power, 
And resdess fimcy revel fi»e 
In painful, pleasing luxury. 
Just as the battle^tale was done, 
The watchman called the- hour of one. 
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Lucky the hotar tor him vAio came, 
Lucky the wish of every dame. 
The bard who fofle at heralif s ccU 
Was wont to mg in Hig^KIand hall, 
Where the wild chieftain of McLean 
Upheld his dJEurk Hebridiaen reign ; 
Where floated cMie and ckmbroUs gdll 
Above the n^sty shcM'es of TilbJSi ; 
And evermore the bUld#s raf^^ 
Bound many a saint aiMl' soverei|^*s giia^^. 
There rotmd Columba^s ruins gray 
The shades of monks are wont to stray, 
And slender fonhs of nuns, thad Hfecp 
In moonlight by the murmuring dliep, 
O^er early loves and passions cro6t,< 
And being^s end for ^ver lost 
No earthly form' thdi' names tx> save, 
No stem to flourish o^er their grave. 
No bkxxl of thdrs beyond the shiine 
To nurse the htn&an soul divine, 
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StUl cherish youth by time unwom. 
And flow in ages yet unborn. 
While mind^ surviving evermore, 
Unbodied seeks that lonely shore. 

In that wild land our minstrel bred, 
From youth a life of song had led. 
Wandering each shore and upland dull 
With Allan Bawn, the baid of Mull, 
To fling the deeds of old Fingal, 
In every cot and Highland hall. 

Well knew he every ^lost that came 
To visit &ir Hebridian dame, 
Was that of monk or abbot gone. 
Who once, in cell of pictured stone, 
Of woman thought, and her alone. 

Well knew he every female shade 
To westland diirfthot visit paid 
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In marning pale, or evening dun. 
Was that of fair lamenting nun. 
Who once, in cloistered home forlorn, 
Languished for joys in youth forsworn ; 
And oft himself had seen them glide 
At dawning from his own faed-^de. ' 

Forth stepped he with unoourtly bow. 
The heron plume waved o^er hb brow. 
His garb was blent with varied shade. 
And round him flowed his Highland plaid. 
But woe to Southland dame and knight 
In minstrel^s tale who took delight 
Though known the air, the song he sung 
Was in the barbarous Highland tongue : 
But tartaned chiefs in raptures hear 
The strains, the words, to them so dear. 

Thus run the bold portentous lay. 
As near as Southern tcmgue can say. 
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THE SEVENTEENTH BARD*S SONG. 

M^KimMNTs tall mast salutes the dky. 
And beckons the breeze iik lona bay ; 
Pkys lightly up in the morning sky. 
And nods to die green vmve itdfing bje;^ 
The anchor upheaves, the saUIr unfuri. 
The pennons of aik in the breezes curl; 
But not one monk on holy gmund 
Knows whither the' Abbot M^Kinnon is bound. 

Well could' that bark o'er the ocean glide. 
Though monks and' fiisits alone must guide ; 
For never man of other degtiee 
On board that sacred ship might be. 
On deck M^Kinnon walked soil and slow ; 
The haulers sung from th^ gilded prow ; 
The helmsman turned his Bh)w to the Ay, 
Upraised his cowl, and upraised his eye» 
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And away shot die bark on the wing of the wind. 
Over billow and bay like an image of mind. 

Aloft on the turret' the monks appear, 
To see where ihe bark af theisr abbot would bear ; 
They saw her sweep teom lona bay. 
And turn her paaw to the north away. 
Still lessen to view in the hazy screen, 
And vanidi amid the islands ffteoL 
Then they turoed*. their eyes to the femala dome^ 
And thought of the nuns till the abbot came home. 

Three times the night with- aspect dull 
Came stealing o^er the mooro- of MhiU ; 
Three times the sea-gull left the deep^ 
To doze on the knob of the dizzy steep. 
By the soundl of the ocean lulTd ta sleep-; 
And still the watch-lights sailors see 
On the top of the ^ire, and> the top of Dunoye; 
And the laugh rings through the samed* dome. 
For still the abbot is not come home. 
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But the wolf that nightly swam the sound, 
From Rosses rude impervious bound, 
On the ravenous burrowing race to feed. 
That loved to haunt the home of the dead, 
To him Saint Columb had lefl in trust. 
To guard the bones of the royal and just, 
Of saints and of kings the sacred dust ; 
The savage was scared from his chamel of death. 
And swam to his home in hunger and wrath. 
For he momently saw, through the night so dun^ 
The cowering monk, and the vdled nun. 
Whispering, sighing, and stealing away 
By cross dark alley, and portal gray. 
O, wise was the founder, and well said he, 
«« Where there are women mischief must be." 

No more the watch-fires gleam to the blast, 
M^l^non and friends arrive at last 
A stranger youth to the isle they brought. 
Modest of mien and deep of thought. 
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In costly sacred robes bedight, 

And he lodged with the abbot by day and by night. 

His breast was graceful, and round withal. 
His leg was taper, his foot was small, 
And his tread so light that it flung no sound 
On listening ear or vault around. 
His eye was the moming^s brightest ray, 
And his neck like the swanks in lona bay ; 
His teeth the ivory polished knew, 
And lus lip like the morel when glossed with dew. 
While under his cowPs embroidered fold 
Were seen the curls of waving gold. 
This comely youth, of beauty so bright. 
Abode with the abbot by day and by night. 

When arm in arm they walked the isle. 
Young firiars would beckon, and monks would smile ; 
But ares, in dread of sins unshriven. 
Would shake their heads and look up to heaven, 
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Afhdd the firown of the aunt to see, 
Who reared their temple amid die sea. 
And pledged his soul to guard the dome, 
Till virtue should fly her western home. 
But now a stranger of hidden degree, 
Too fisdr, too gentle, a man to be. 
This stranger of beauty and step so light 
Abode with the abbot by day and by night. 

The months and the days flew lightly bye. 
The monks were kind and the nuns were shy ; 
But the gray-haired ares, in trembUng mood, 
KneeFd at the altar and kined the rood. 

M^Kinnon he dreamed that the saint of the isle 
Stood by his ade, and with courteous smile 
Bade him arise from his guilty sleep, 
And pay his respects to the God of the deep, 
In temple that north in the main appeared. 
Which fire from bowdb of ocean had seared, 
AVhich the giant builders of heaven had reared. 
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To rival in gii9i)4^ur the stately pile 

Himself had ppr^ared ja low's isle ; 

For rpiHid tb^m laose the raouBt^ias of saad. 

The fishes h^d left the poasts g[ the land^ 

And so high ran the waves of the angry sea. 

They ha4 ^huzled th^ cross oil the top of Dun«ye. 

The cycle w^B eS^oBedj ^nd the ye^ip^ run^ 

He had vowed tQ the s^ he hl4 vowed to the sun^ 

If in that time ipse tio^bl# or pain» 

Thar homagp to pay to the Grod qf the main. 

Then he hade hiqi haste wd the rites pn^M^re^ 

Named all the monks should with him fare. 

And promia^ again to spe him there. 

M^Einnon awoke frpm his visioned sleep, 
He opened his ca8eH|e^t and looked on the deep ; 
He looked tp the mountains, he looked to the shore, 
The vinon aiqaaed him ^d troubled him acnre. 
He nev^ had heard of the rite before ; 
But all was so plaip, he thought meet to obey, 
He durst not dedine, and he would not delay. 
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Uprose the abbot, uprose the morn^ 
Uprose the sun fiom the Bens of Lorn; 
And the bark her course to the northward firamed. 
With all on board whom the saint had named. 

The clouds were journeying east the sky, 
The wind was low and the swell was high, 
And the glossy sea was heaving bright 
Like ridges and hills of liquid light ; 
While far on her lufaric bosom were seen 
The mag^c dyes of purple and green. 

How joyed the bark her sides to lave ! 
She leaned to the lee, and she girdled the wave ; 
Aloft on the stayless veige she hung. 
Light on the steep wave veered and swung. 
And the crests of the billows befixe her flung. 
Loud murmured the ocean with downward growl. 
The seal swam aloof and the dark sea fowl; 
The pye-duck sought the depth of the main, 
And rose in the wheel of her wake again ; 
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And behind her, for to the southward, shone 
A pathway of snow, on the waste alone. 

But BOW tbe dreadful strand they gain, 
Where rose the sacred dome of the main ; 
Oft had they seen the place before. 
And kept aloof from the dismal shoce^ 
But now it fofie befece their prow. 
And what they bdieU they did not know. 
The tijl gniy forms, in ck)se-8et file, 
Upholding the roof of that holfy pile ; 
The sheets of foam and the clouds of spmjf 
And the groans that rushed from th^ pcvtals gray, 
AjppaUei th^ hearts, anA dro¥e them away. 

They wheeled their bark to the east around, 
And mqpred in basin, by rodis imbomid ; 
Then, awed to silence, they trode the strand 
Where fumaeed pillars in order stand. 
All framed of the liquid burning km. 
And bent like the bow that qpans the heaven, 
X 
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Or upright ranged in horrid array, 

With purfle of green o^er the darksome gray. 

Their path was on wonderous pavement of dd^ 
Its blocks all cast in some giant mould, 
Fair hewn and grooved by no mortal hand, 
With oountermure guarded by sea and by land* 
The watcher BusheUa fiowned over their way, 
Enrobed in the sea-baize, and hooded with gray ; 
The warder that stands by that dome ef die deep, 
With spray««hower and rainbow, the entrance to 

keqk 
But when they drew nigh to the chancel of ocean^ 
And saw her waves rush to their raving devoticvn. 
Astounded and awed to the antes they dung, 
And listened the hymns in her temple she sung. 
The song of the diff, when the winter winds blow. 
The thunder of heaven, the earthquake bdow, 
Conjinned, like the voice of a maiden would be. 
Compared with the anthem there sung by the sea. 
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The solemn rows in that darksome den, 
Were dimly seen like the forms of men, 
Like giant monks in ages agone, 
Whom the Gkxl of the ocean had seared to stone, 
And bound in his temple for ever to lean, 
In sackcloth of gray and visors of green. 
An everlasting wcnrship to keep, 
And the big salt tears eternally weep. 

So rapid the motion, the whirl and the bcnl. 
So loud was the tumult, so fierce the turmcMl, 
AppaUed from those portals of terror they turn, 
On pillar of marUe their incense to bum. 
Around the holy flame they pray, 
Then turning their faces all west away, 
On angel pavement each bent his kne^ 
And sung thb hymn to the God of the sea. 
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TliWy ir)io mukest' tl^ opeaa; to ft^ir^ 
Thou, who wliLkeflt the diannds bdDw ;, 
To thee, to tb^ ibis inonae wf heecp^ 
Thoui who knowest not slumber nor steeps 
Great Spirit that nomit nn the iao^jof the deep 
To thee^ to thee, we sing to thee, 
God of the ireMccd w^ God oClbe^e&> 



Toftbep, Who bnHg^sl: wilb % right hand . 
The Uttle SA^ tfound out land i 
To thee, who bre^i|lfa|tiiithehoBaiiiM m9» 
Rul'st the shark aodL th«i idHiBg whale^ 
Fling^st the mnattA doVMw^ gM^ 
Lighf'st tbegtem.tift the mana oC Ai) wa^e, 
Bid^st the billows thy reign deform, 
Laugh^'st in the whirlwind, ong^st in the sUnrm ; 
Or risest like mountain amid the sea. 
Where mountain was never, and never will be 
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Ai^dDeai^at thy ^Dond.aikd dij pale dupefoon 
^Mid wdyk»(^tiifs angeb and ways of the moon. 
Tothae^ to tkeei this wine wepouTi , 
God of the vestem wind, God of the thower. * 

To thee, who 1nd*st these mountains of brine 
Softly tank in the fair moonshine. 
And spread^st thy coueh of silwr light, 
To lure to thy bosom the queen of the mght» 
Who weavest the ckmd of the ocean dew^ ^ 
And the mist that 8leef>8 on her bveast so Uue^ 
When the murmurs die at the base ci the biH, 
And the shadows lie rooked and stumbering stilly 
And the Solan^s young, and the Unesof fiiain, 
Are scarcely heaired on thy peaeeAil hom^ 
We pour this oil jand this wine to thee» 
God of the western wind, Grod of the sea !— 
^^ Greater yet must the offering be * 
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The monks gased round, the abbot grew wan^ 
For the doaing notes were not sung by man. 
They came from the rock, or they came from the air, 
From Toioe they knew not, and knew not where; 
But it sung with a mournful melody, 
<< Greater yet must the offering be.'' 

In holy dread they past away. 
And they walked the ridge of that isle so giay^ 
And saw the white waves toil and fret. 
An hundred fittlhoms bebw their feet; 
They looked to the countless isles that lie. 
From Bam to Mull, and from Jura to Skye; 
They looked to heaven, they looked to the main. 
They looked at all with a silent pain. 
As on places they were not to see again. 

A little bay lies hid from «ght, 
OVrhung by cliffs of dreadful hdg^t ; 
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When they drew nigh that aiiy steep, 

They heard a voice rise fiomthe deep, 

And that voice was sweet as vcnce could be. 

And they feared it came fzom the Maid of the Sea. 

M*Einnon lay stretched on the verge of the hill, 
And peeped from the height on the bay so sdll; 
And he saw her sit on a weedy stone. 
Laving her fair breast, and songing alone; 
And aye she sank the wave within. 
Till it gurgkd around her lovely chin. 
Then combed her locks of the pale sea-green, 
And aye this song was heard between. 



Maltildaof^ye 
Alone may lie. 
And list to the wind that whistles by : 
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Sad may Aie be, 
For deep in die see, 
Deep, deep, deep in the flea, 
This lu^t lier lover shall ale^ with «e. 
She may turn and hide 
Frmu the epiiits that glide, 
And the ghost that stands at hor bed4dde : 
But never a kin the vow shall seal. 
Nor warm fembiaoe her bosom feel ; 
For far, fiir down in the floors below, 
Mmst as this zock*weed, cold as the snow. 
With dKcel, and the dam, and the pearl of the deep. 
On soft sea-flowers her iover idiall deep^ 
And long and sound shall his slumber be 
In the coral bowers of the deep with me. 

The trembling sun, far, far away. 
Shall pour on his couch a Bofteoed my, 
And his mantle shall wave in the flowing tide. 
And the Uttle &hes shall turn aside ; 
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. But the wa^eA and tfaetideB of the sea khall oeaae, 
Ere -wdces her lofe fiDom has bed of peaee. 
No home I-^no idss !>-»No^ never ! never ! 
His ooudi is spread fiir ev€r and ever. 



The abbot arose in dumb dismay. 
They turned and fled from the height away. 
For <lark and portentous was the day. 
When they came in view of their rocking sail, 
Tbey saw an oM man who sat on the wale ; 
His beard was long, and mlver grey. 
Like the rime that falls at the break of ^Uiy ; 
His locks ]ake wool, and his colour wan. 
And he scarcely looked like an earthly man. 

They asked his errand, they asked his name, 
Whereunto bound, and whence heeaaie ; 
But a suUen thoughtftil nlence be kept, 
And turned his face to the sea and wept 
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Same gave hkn wclcame^ and some gave him flooni^ 
But the abbot stood pale, with terror o^eriMrne; 
He tried to be jocund, but tiembled the more^ 
For he thought he had aeen the fiuae befixe 

Away went the ship with her canvass all spread. 
So glad to escape from that island of dread; 
And skinuned the blue wave like a streamer of li^t, | 

TiD fell the dim veil *twixt the day and the ni^t i 

Then the old man arose and stood up on the prow, 
And fixed his dim eyes on the ocean below; 
And they heard him saying, <* Oh, woe is me ! 
But great as the sin must the sacrifice be.^ 
Oh, mild was his eye, and his manner sublime^ 
When he looked unto Heaven, and said— -<< Now id 

the time'' 
He looked to the weather, he looked to the lee. 
He looked as (or something he dreaded to see. 
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Then stretched his pale hand, and pointed his eye 
To a g^eam on the veige of the eastern sky. 

The monks sogn bdidd, on the kifly Ben-Moare, 
A sight idiich they never had seen befare, 
A bdt of blue lightning around it was driven^ 
And its crown was encircled by morion of heaven; 
And they heard a herald that loud did cry, 
« Prepare the way for the Abbot of I !'' 

Then a sound arose, they knew not where, 
It came from the sea, or it came irom the air, 
^Twas louder than tempest that ever blew. 
And the sea^fowls screamed, and in terror flew ; 
Some ran to the cords, some kneeled at the shrine. 
But all the wild elements seemed to comlnne ; 
^Twas just but one moment of stir and commotion, 
And down went the ship like a bird of the ocean. 



This moment she sailed all stately and £ur, 
The next nor ship nor shadow was there. 
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Bat a b(A diat aime hMk llie defsfi (Mow, 
A mouBtiiig gittgBng column of ttiow; 
It gunk away with a murmuring moan, 
Tlie sea is calm, and tte onnen are gone. 



END OF KIGHT THE THIRD. 
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Friend of the bard ! peace to thy heart. 
Long hast thou acted- generous part, 
Long hast thou courteously in pain 
Attended to a feeble strain, 
While oft abashed has sunk thine eje,-^^ 
Thy task is done, the Wake is bye. 

'I saw thy fear, I knew it just; 
'Twas not for minstrels long in dust. 
But for the fond and venturous swain 
Who dared to wake thar notes again ; 
Yet oft thine eye has spoke delight, 
I marked it well, and blest the sight: 
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No sour disdain, nor manner cold. 
Noted contempt for tales of cdd; 
Oft hast thou at the fancies sqpled. 
And marvelled at the l^ends Wikd. 
Thy task is b*er ; peace to thy heart ! 
For thou hast acted generous part 

'Tia said that thir^ burda appealed. 
That thirty names were leffatendp 
With whom wei)e tided chidfa combined. 
But some are lost, and some decUned. 
Woe'*8 me, that all mytn^^ontaia kwe 
Has been unfit to reseue more 1 
And that my guideless rustic skill 
Has told those ancient tales so ilL 

The prize harp still bung on the waU ; 
The bards were warned to leave the haH, 
Till courtiers gate tl^ judgment tnie^ 
To whom tlie spkn<Ud pme waa due^ . 
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What curious wight will pass with me, 
The anxious motley group to see ; 
List their remarks of right and wrong, 
Of skilful hand and faulty song, 
And drink one glass the bards among ? 

There sit the men— behold them there,. 
Made maidens quake and courtiers stare. 
Whose names shall future ages tell ; 
What do they seem ? behold them welL 
A simpler race you shall not see^ 
Awkward and vain as xoexy can be : 
Light as the fiuqes of fervid wine. 
Or foam-beUs floating on the brine. 
The gossamers in air that sail. 
Or down that dances in the gale. 

Each spoke of others fame and skill 
With high applause, but jealous will. 
Each song, each strain, he erst had known. 
And all had faults except his own : 
Y 



Digitized by 



Google 



sat THE Q0BBN*8 WAKE. 

Plaudits were mixed with meaning jeari% 
For all had hcpe^ and all had fisaia. 

A herald rose the court among, 
And named each hard and named his wng ; 
Rizzio was named tnxa royal dbair— 
<< Riisbr re^ec^oed many « finr. 
Each song had some that song approred. 
And vcMces gave far baid beWed. 
The first dividon called and done^ 
Gaidyn stood htghest just by one. 
No merits can the courtier sway, 
'Twas then, it seems, as at this day. 

Queen Mary raddened, wrath was she 
Her favourite thus outdone to see. 
Reproved her squire in high disdain. 
And causfed him^adl the ▼otes again. 
Strange though it seem, the truth I say. 
Feature of that unyielding day, 
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Her fignroiirite^s Yoteiti counted b*er^ 
Were found much fewer than befinre. 
Glistened her eyes with pungent dew: 
She found with whom she had to do. 

Again the royal gallery ning 
With names of those who seoofid sung) ^ 
When, spite of haughty Highland htood. 
The Bard of Ettnck iqnnost stood. 

The rest were named who sung so late. 
And after long and keen debate. 
The spedous nobles of the south 
Carried the nameless stranger youth; 
Thou^ Hig^iland wrath was at the full, 
Contending fx the Bard of MulL 

Then did the worst dispute begin^ 
Which of the three the prize should win. 
'Twas party all — ^not minstrel worth, 
But honour of the south and north ; 
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And nought was heard throughout the court. 
But taunt, and sneer, and keen retort 
Hi^ run the words, and fierce the ftime. 
And {rom beneath each nodding plume 
Red look was cast that vengeance said. 
And pahn on broad-sword^s hilt was hud. 
While Ix>wland jeer, and Highland mood. 
Threatened to end the Wake in blood. 

Rose from his seat the Lord of Mar, 
Serene in counsel as in war. 
^< For shame,^ said he, ^^ contendants all ! 
This outrage done in royal hall. 
Is to our country foul disgrace. 
What ! mock our Sovereign to her face ! 
Whose generous heart and taste refined. 
Alike to bard and courtier kind. 
This high repast for all deigned. 
For shame ! your party strife suspend. 
And list the counsel of a friend. 
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«< Unmeet it is for you or. me 
To lessen one of all the three. 
Each excellent in his degree; 
But taste, as sapient sages teU,, 
Varies with climes in which we dwell. 

<< Fair emblem of the Border dale, 
Is cadence soft and simple tale ; 
While stem romantic Highland dime, 
Still nourishes the rude sublime. 

<< If Border ear may taste the worth 
Of the wild pathos of the north. 
Or that sublimed by Ossian^s lay. 
By forest dark and mountain gray. 
By clouds which frowning cliffs deform. 
By roaring flood and raving storm. 
Enjoy the smooth, the faiiy tale. 
Or erenin^ song of Tevbtdale ; 
Then trow you may the tides adjourn. 
And nature fiom her path-way turn ; 
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The wild^uck drive to mountain tree, 
The ci^perkayle to swim the eea. 
The heath-oock to the shdvy shores 
The partridge to the mountain hoar. 
And bring the ved-eyed ptarmigui 
To dwell by the abodes of man. 

'^ To end this strife^ unruled and vain, 
Let all the three be called again ; 
Their skill alternately be tried, 
And let the Queen alone dedde. 
Then hushed be jeer and answer proud,**— « 
He said^ and all, eonsenting, bowed. • 

When ward was brought to bard'^s retreat. 
The group were aU in dire debate ; 
The Border youtli (chat stnti^er wight) . 
Had quarrelled with' the elans outright; 
Had placed th^ merits out of kc^, 
Deriding both 4hett)ngB and m^' 
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^Tis saicU^but few the charge believes— 
He branded. them as ibols and thieves. 
Certes that war and woe had beai. 
For gleaming dirks unsheathed wore seen, 
The Highland minstrels ill oould brook 
His taunting wocd and haughty look* ' 

The youth was chafed, and with disdain 
Refused to toudi his haip again ; 
Said he deared no mole renown 
Than keep those Hij^iland boasters down ; 
Now he had sem ibma quite outdone. 
The south had two, the north but one; 
But should they bear the prize away. 
For that he should not, would not play ; 
He cared for no such guerdon mean. 
Nor ftr the harp, nor for the Queen. 

His daim withdrawn, the victors twain 
Bepured to prove tb«ir skill again* 
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The Bong that tuneful Gaidyn sung 
Is still admired by old and young, 
And long shall be at evening fold. 
While songs are sung or tales are told. 
Of stolen delights began the song, 
Of love the Canon woods among. 
Of lady borne from Carron side 
To Barnard towers and halls of pride^ 
Of jealous lord and doubtful bride. 
And ended with Gilmorice^ doom 
Cut off in manhood^s early bloom. 
Soft rung the cloong notes and slow. 
And every heart was steeped in woe. 

The harp of Ettrick rung again. 
Her bard, intent on fairy strain. 
And fairy fireak by moonlight shaw, 
Sung young Tarn Lean of Carterha\ 

Queen Mary s harp on high that hung, 
And every tone responsive rung. 
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With gems and gold that dazzling shone. 
That harp is to the Highlands gone, 
Gardjrn is crowned with garlands gay, 
And bears the envied prize away. 
Long, long that harp, the hills among, 
Resounded Ossian'^s warrior song ; 
Waked slumbering lyres from every tree 
Adown the banks of Don and Dee, 
At length was borne, by beauteous bride. 
To woo the airs on Grarry side. 

When full two hundred years had fled,' 
And all the northern bards were dead. 
That costly harp, of wonderous mould, 
De&ced of all its gems, and gold, 
With that which Gardjrn erst did play, 
Back to Dunedin found its way. 

As Mary^s hand the victor crowned, 
And twined the wreath his temples round, * 
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Loud were the AaAts of Highland duef— 
The Lowlanders 'wers dumb* 'with grief; 
And the poor Baid of Ettriek stood 
Like statue pale, in movdess mood ; 
Like ghost, which oft Ms eyes had seen 
At gloamii^. in his g^ens so gre«L 
Queen Mary saw the nunstreTs poui, 
And bade from bootless grief leftain. 

She said a boon to him should fidl 
Worth all the harps in royal hall ; 
Of Scottish song a countless store, 
Predous remains of nincArd loDe, 
And cottage, by a silTer riU, - 
Should all reward }m nistie skill : 
Did other gift hiM bosom daim. 
He needed but that ^ft^ to name. 

<< O, my fiur Queen,^ the minstrel said, 
With firalleittgTaifle and hsnging headj> 
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<< Your cottage keep, and minstrel lore- 
Grant me a harp, I ask no more. 
From thy own hand a lyre I crave, 
That boon almie my heart can save.'" 

<< Well hast thou asked ; and be it known, 
I have a harp of old renown 
Hath many an ardent wight beguiled ; 
'Twas framed by wiaaurd of the wild, 
And will not yiddone measure bland 
Beneath a skiUess stranger hand; 
But once her powers by progress found, 
O there is magic in the sound ! 

^ When worldly woes oppress thy heart— 
And thou and all must share a part- 
Should soom be cast from maiden^s ^e. 
Should firiendship fail, or ffarlone fly. 
Steal with thy haip to kmely bmke, 
Her wild, her soothibg'nuodien vake. 
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And soon corroding cSves ahall cease, 
And paBsion'^B host.be lulled to peace; 
Angek a gilded screen shall cast. 
That cheers the future, vals the past. 

" That harp will make the elves of eve 
Thar dwelling in the moon-beam leave, . 
And ope thine eyes by haunted tree 
Their glittering^ tby forms to see. 
The flitting shades that woo the glen 
^TwiU shape to forms of living men. 
To forms on earth no more you see. 
Who once were loved, and aye will be ; 
And holiest converse you may prove 
Of things below and things above.* 

<< That is, that is the harp for me !* 
Said the rapt bard in ecstacy ; 
*< This soothing, this exhaustless store, 
Grant me^ my Queen, I ask no more.^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



CONCLUSION. 333 

O, when the weeping minstrel laid 
The relic in his old gray pkud. 
When Hplyrood he left behind 
To gain'his hills of mist and wind, 
Never was hero of renown. 
Or monarch prouder of his crown. 
He tript the vale, he climbed the coomb, 
The mountain breeze began to boom ; 
Aye when'the magic chords it rung,* 
He raised his voice and blithely sung. 
** Hush^ my wild harp, thy notes forbear ; 
No blooming muds nor elves are here : 
Forbear a while that witching tone, 
Thou must not, canst not sing alone. 
When Summer flings her watchet screen 
At eve o^er Ettrick woods so green. 
Thy notes shaU many a heart beguile; 
Young Beauty^s eye shall oVr thee smile. 
And furies trip it merrily 
Around my royal harp and me.*" 
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Long has that hairp ci magic tone 
To all the minstrel world been known: 
Who has not heaid her witdiing lays. 
Of Ettiick banks and Yarfow.bcaes ? 
But that sweet bard, who sung and played 
Of many a feat and Border nud. 
Of many a knight and lovely maid, 
When forced to leave his haip behind. 
Did all her tuneful chords unwind ; 
And many ages past and came 
Ere man so well could tune the same. 

Bangour the daring task essayed, 
Not half the chords his fingers played; 
Yet even then some thrillii^ lays 
Bespoke the harp of ancient days. 

Redoubted Ramsay^s peasant skill 
Flung some strained notes along the hill ; 
His was some lyre from lady'*s hall, 
And not the mountiun haip at alL 
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Langhom am^ed ftcoi Scmtbern dale, 
And chimed hb notes on Yanow vale, 
They would not, could not, touch the heart; 
His was the modish lyre of art 

Sweet rui^ the hatp to Iiogan^s hand : 
Then Leyden camerlnini.Boiidfr land. 
With dauntless heart and ardour hif^ 
And wild impatience in his eye. 
Thou^ false his tones at times mi^t be. 
Though wild notes iparqed the symphony 
Between, the glowing measure stole 
That spoke the bard^s inspired, soul. 
Sad were those strains, when hymned a&r. 
On the green vales of Malabar : 
O^er seas beneath the golden mom. 
They travelled .on the monsocm borne, 
Thrilling the heart of Indian maid. 
Beneath the wild banana'*s shade.^ 
Leyden ! a shepherd wails thy fate. 
And Scotland knows her loss too late. 
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The day arrived— blest be the day, 
Walter the Abbot came that way !— - 
The sacred relic met his view— 
Ah ! well the pledge of Heaven be knew 
He screwed the chords, he tried a strain ; 
Twas wild—Jie tuned and tried again, 
Then poured the numbers bdd and free. 
The ancient magic melody. 

The land was charmed to list his lays ; 
It knew the harp of ancient days. 
The Border chiefs, that long had been 
In sepulchres unhearsed and green. 
Passed from their mouldy vaults away, 
In armour red and stem array. 
And by thar moonlight halls were seen. 
In visor helm, and habergeon. 
Even fairies sought our land again. 
So powerful was the ma^c strain. 

Blest be his genax>us heart for aye ! 
He told me where the relic lay ; 
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Pointed my way with ready will» 
Afar on Ettrick's wildest hill; . 
Watched my first notes with curious eye» 
And wondered at my minstreby : 
He little weened a parents tongue 
Such strains had b*er my cradle sung. 

O could the bard I loved so long. 
Reprove my fond aspiring song ! 
Or could his tongue of candour say. 
That I should throw my harp away ! 
Just when her notes began with slull^ 
To sound beneath the southern hill, 
And twine around my bosom^s core, 
How could we part for evermore ! 
^Twas kindness all, I cannot blame. 
For bootless is the minstrel flame; 
But sure a bard mi^t well have known 
Another^s feeUngs by his own ! 
Z 
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Of change enamooxed^ woe die while ! 
He left our mountainsy left the iale; 
And fer to other Icingdomn bore 
The Caledonian harp of yofe; 
But, to the hand that framed her true, 
Only by force one strain she threw. 
That harp he never more shall see, 
Unless ^mong Sootland^s hiUs with me. 



Now, my loved Harp, a while farewell ; 

I leave thee on the old gny thorn; 
The evening dews will mar thy swell. 

That waked to joy the cheerful morn. 

Farewell, sweet soother of my woe ! 

Chill blows the blast around my head ; 
And louder yet thai blast may Uow, 

Wl;ien down.this weaiy vale Fve sped* 
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I 

Tbe wreath lies on Siuat Mary^s Aose; 

The mountain sounds ore harsh and loud ; 
The lofty brows of stem Clokmore 

Are yisored with the moving doud. 

But Winter^s deadly hues shaD fade 
On moorland bald and mountain shaw, 

And soon the rainbow'^s lovdy shade 
Sleep on the breast of Bowerhope Law; 

Then will the glowing suns of qpring. 
The genial shower and stealing dew. 

Wake every forest bird to sing, 
And every mountain flower renew. 

But not the rainbow^s ample ring^ 

That qpans the glen and mountain grey^ 

Though fiuined by western fareeze^s wingi 
And sunned by summer^s glowiiig ray^ 
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To man decayed, can ever more 
Renew the age of love and glee ! 

Can ever second spring restore 

To my old mountain Haip tod me ! 

But when the hiie of softened gteen 
Sfweads over hill and lonely lea, 

And lowly primrose opes unseen 
Her virgili bosom to the bee; 

When hawthorns breathe tfadr odours fieu*. 
And caltds hail the yearns return ; 

And daisy spreads her silver star 
Unheeded by the mountain burn; 

Then will I seek the aged them, 
The haunted wild and fairy ring, 

Where oft thy erring numbers borne 
Have taught the wandering winds to sing. 

END OF THE QUEEK^S WAKE. 
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Note I* 
Thoge wakes, wm played by mmstrds poor. 
At midmgkfs darkest, ckUlest hour. 
Those humhie wakes, now scorned by aU, 
Werefrst b^un m courtly ktdL — Page 7* 
In former 4ap> the term Wake was only used to diitm« 
guish the festive meetbg whidi to(^ place on the even- 
ing previoiu to the dedicatum of any particukr churdi 
or chapeL The company sat up all the night, and, in 
England, amused themselves in various wap, as their 
inclinations were by habit or study directed. In Scot- 
land, however, which was always the land of music and 
of song, music and song were the principal, often the 
only, amusements of the Wake. These songs were gene* 
rally of a sacred or serious nature, and were dumted to 
the old simple melodies of the country. The Bush aboom 
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Troqmnr, The Broom rf Comdenkmrns, John come fan we 
now, and many othen^ ajre still extant^ set to the Psalmg 
of Davids and other spiritoal 8ong8> the Psalms bong 
turned into a rude metre corresponding to the varioag 
measures of the tunes. 

The. difference in the application of the tenn which 
exists in the two suter kingdoms, sufficiently explains 
the consequences of the wakes in either. In England 
they have given rise to many fairs and festivals of long 
standing ; and, from that origin, erery fiur or festival is 
denominated a wake. In Scotland the tenn is not used 
to distinguish any thing either subsistent or relative, 
ttve those serenades played hy itinerant and nameless 
minstrels in the sti«ets and squares of Edinburgh, which 
are inhabited by the great and wealdiy, after midnight, 
about the time of the Christmas holidays. These seem 
to be the only remainder of the andent wakes now in 
Soedand, and thmr effect upon a mind that deBghts in 
music is soothing and ddidoos beyond all previous con* 
ceptiim. A person who can relish the concord of sweet 
sounds, gradually recalled from sleep by the music of the 
wakes, <^ which he had no prfvious anticipatkin, nev«»r 
fails of being deprived, for a considerable time, of all re- 
collection, what condition, what place, or what world he 
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is iq. The miostidB who, in the reign of the Stuarts, 
eigojed privileges which were even denied to the princi- 
pal nobDity, were, by degrees, driven from the tables of 
the great to the second, and afterwards to the common 
haU, that their music and songs might be heard, while 
they themselves were unseen. From the common hall 
they were obliged to retire to the porch or court ; and so 
low has the duuracters of the minstrel descended, that 
the performers of Uie Chriftmaa wakes are wholly un« 
knov^ to the most pert of those whom they serenade. 
Tl^iey seem to be despised, but enjoy some small privi* 
leges, in order to keep up a name of high and ancient 
origin. 

Son II. 
There rode the lards cf France and Spmt, 
CffEngiand, Flanders, and Lorrmne, 
While serried thousands round them stood. 
From shore ofLeUh to H6lyrood.—V. 12. 
Hollingshed describes Queen Mary's landing in Scot« 
land, with her early misfortunes and accomplishments 
after this manner : '' She arrived at Leith the 20th of 
August, in the year of our Lord 1561, where she was 
honourably received* by the Earl of.Ai^gyle, the Lord 
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Enldiie^ the Prior of St Andrew^s, and the h m y Mca of 
Edinbui^, and conveyed to the Abbie of Hoiie-nMid« 
loiue, for (as saith Budianan) when lODie had spread 
abroad her landing in Soothind, the noUlity and otfacn 
asBembled out of all parts of the xealme> as it were to m 
common spectacle. 

" Tins did they^ partly to congratulate her letmrn, 
and partly to shew the dutie which they alwais bear unto 
her (when she was abwnt)^ either to hare thanks there- 
ibre^ or to prerent the shinden of the enemies : where- 
fore not a few^ by these bef^ings of herrdgn, did gease 
what would follow, althou^fh, in those so variable notioni 
of the minds of the people, every one was very denrous 
to see their Queen offered unto them (unlooked ibr), af- 
ter so many haps of both fbrtones as had befidien her. 
For, when she was but six days old, she lost her fstther 
among the cruel tempests of battle, and was, with great 
diligence, brought up by her mother (being a diosen and 
worthy person)^ but yet left as a prise to othen» by rea« 
son of civil sedition in Scotland, and of outward unm 
with other nations, being further led abroad to all die 
dangers of finowning fortune, before she could know whait 
evil did mean. 
. '^ For leaving her own country, she was nourished aa 
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a baniflhed penon^ and hatdly pmared in life from the 
weiqpons of her enemies^ and violence of the aeas. After 
which fortune hegasi to flatter her^ in that she honoured 
her with a worthy marriage^ which, in truth, was rather 
a shadow of joie to this queen, than any comfort at all. 
For, shortly after the same, all things were turned to sor- 
row, by the death of her new young husband, and of her 
old and griered mother, by loss of her new kingdom, and 
by the doubtful possession of her old heritable realme. But 
as for these things she was both pitied and praised, so 
was she also for gifts of nature as much belored and fi^ 
roured, in that benefidal nature (or rather good God) 
had indued her with a beautHul face, a well composed 
body, an excellent wit, a mild nature, and good beh». 
Tiour, which she had artificially furthered by courtly 
education, and aifiible demeanor. Whereby, at the first 
ngfat, she wan unto hear the hearts of most, and confirmed 
the lore of her foithftd subjects."— IMZ. p. 314. Ar- 
broathEd. 

With regard to the music, which so deeply engaged 
her attention, we haye diilerent accounts by contempo^ 
nuries, and those at complete rarianoe with one another. 
Knox say% " Fyres (^ joy were set fart\k at night, and a 
OQDipanie of maist honest men, with instruments of mu- 
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sick^ gave ther salutatioa at hir chahner windo : the me* 
}odk, as flche alledgod, lyked her weill, and sclie willed 
the sam to he continued gum njrditi efter with grit dili- 
gence." But Dufresm^y who was one of the party who 
accompanied the Qoeen^ gives a very diffisrent acooont of 
theie Scotish minBtndB. *' We landed at Leith," ays 
he, '' and went from thence to Edmhiugfa, whidi ia bat 
a short league diskant. The Queen went there on honfr< 
heck, and the kvds and hidies who acoom^ied her upon 
the little wretched hackneys of the country, as wretch- 
edly capparisoned; at sight of which the Queen began to 
weep, and to oompaie tiiem with the pomp and supecb 
palfreys of France. But there was no r^nedy but pa- 
tience. What was wont of all, being arrived ,at Ediif- 
bui^, and retired to rest in the Abbey (Tiiiich is really 
a fine building, and not at all partaking of the rudeness 
of that country), there came under her window a crew of 
five or ax hundred scoundrels from the city, who gave 
her a serenade with wretched riolins and little rebedu, of 
whidi there are enough in that country, and b^;an to 
sing Peafans so miaenUy mislamed and mistuned, that 
nothing could be worse. Alas ! what music ! and what 
a night's rest !" 

This Frenchman has had no taste for Scotish music-— 
such another concert is certainly not in record. 
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Note III. 
Ah ! Kennedy, vengeance kangg over thine head I 
Etcape to thf native GlengmyJorbrn^-^F. 5S. 
The Clan Kennedy wat only in the preaent age finally 
ezpdled from Okn-Gary^ and fiiroed to scatter over this 
and ofther oomitries. Its character among the High^* 
knden it that of itiie most savage and irredaimaUe tribe 
diat ever iulttted the mountains dthe ncnrth. 

NOTK IV. 
The WUdk ef Fife.— P. 70. 
tt may suffice to mention^ once for all, that the catas- 
trophe of this tale, as well as the prindpel erenti rebted 
in the tales ci Old Dmnd and McGregor, are all foonded 
on popotor traditions. So is also the romantic story of 
Kilineny^s disappearance and revinting her friends, after 
being seven yean in Fairyland* The tradition beaia some 
resemblance to the old baUads of Tam Lean and Thomas 
of Eroeldon ; and it is not impobable tiiat all the three 
may have drawn their <Nrigin from thti tame ancient ro* 
manoe. 
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NoteV. 

Gfa^ilm.— P. 104. 
There are many aoenes amount the Grampian deaerto 
whidi amaie the traveller who Tenturet to erpknre them ; 
and in the most pathhsM wastes the most strikmg land- 
scapes are often ocmoealed. Glen- Avin eieeeds them all 
in what may he termed stem and solemn grandeur. It 
is indeed a snUime solitude, in which the principal fica- 
ture is deformity ; yet that defonnity is mixed with lines 
of wild beauty, such as an estensiine lake, with iti isleti 
and bays^ the straggling trees, and the spots of shaded 
green; and, altogether, it is sndi a scene as man has 
randy looked upon. I spent a summer day in vinting 
it The hills were dear of mist, yet the heairens were 
extremely daik-^the elbct upon the scene exceeded all 
descriptiott. My mind, during the whole day, expe* 
lienoed the same sort of sensation as if I had been in a 
dream ; and on returning from the excunion, I did not 
wonder at the superstitioii of the neighbouring inhabi- 
tBUDts, who beUere it to be the summer haunt of innumer- 
able tribes of fiuries, and many other spirits, scmie of whom 
seem to be the most fimtastic, and to behave in the most 
eccentric manner, of any I ever before beard of. Though 
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the glen is upwards of twenty miles in lengthy and of 
prodigious extent, it contakis no human habitation. It 
lies in the west corner of Banfihire^ in the very middle 
•f the Grampian lulls. 

Note VI. 

Oft had that seer, ai hnak of mom, 
BeMd ikefakm ^Me o'er tkefeU^F. 10& 

Fahm is a little ugly monster, who firetpienti the sum* 
mits of the mountains araund Gkn-Avin^ and no other 
place in the world that I know of. My guide^ D. M^Queoi^ 
declared that he had himself seen him; and^ by his de^ 
8criptian> Fahm appeiut to he no native of this wcrid, 
but an occasional visitant, whose intentiotts are evil and 
dangerous. He is only seen about the break of day> and 
•on the highest Ytirge of the mountain. His head is twice 
as large as his whole body beside ; and if any living eat^ 
iure cross the track over wluch he has passed befive the 
sun shine upon it, certain death is the consequence. The 
head of thi^ pencm or animal instantly begins to sweO, 
grows to an immense sise, and finally bursts. Such a 
disease is really incident to sheep on those heights^ and 
i» several parts of the kingdmo, where the grounds are 
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devated to a graat heiglit above the lea; but m no jJa/ee 
uve OlflD^ATin is FaUm Uamad fo it. 

Note VII. 

Even far on Yarron^sfairy dak. 

The shepherd pouted m dumb ditmt^. 

There pasting tkriekt adamn ike vak 
iMted nuuttf apkymg hirnd omy^— P. lia 
It was reckoned a curious and unaoooiintafale dicani- 
•tance> that, during the time of a gnat fidl of snow hf 
nighty a cry, as of a person who had lost his way in the 
8torm« was heard along Uie vale of Ettrick from its head 
to its foot What was the people's asUnushmenty iriien 
it was aaditnticated> that upwards of twenty partJes had 
all been oat with torches, lanthomsy &c. at the same hour 
ef the night, calling and searching after some unfcnowm 
penoiiy whom they beliered perishing in the aaow, and 
that none of them had discovered any such penoD--4he 
word spread; Uie circmnstanoes were magnified— and the 
eonstematioii became general. The people believed that 
a whok horde of evil B(ririts had been abroad in the val- 
ley, endearouring to lure them abroad to thdr destruiv 
lionp— there was no man eure of his liie!<i--prayen and 
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thank^TiDgB were ofEBred up to Heayen in every bam- 
let» and reM^utions unanimooBly formed, that no man 
perisliing^ in the snow should erer be looked after again 
as hog as the world stood. 

When the astonishment had somewhat subsided by ex- 
hausting itself, and the tale of horror qNread too wide ever 
to be recalled, a lad, without the smaUest reference to the 
phenomenon, chanced to mention, that on the night of 
the storm, -when he was out on the hill turning his sheep 
to lome ihelter, a flock of swans poaaed over his head to- 
ward the wertem sea, which was a tare signal of severe 
weather ; and that at intervals they were ahrays shout- 
ing and answering one another, in an extraordinary, and 
rather feanome manner^— It was an unfortunate dis- 
covery, and mamd the harmony of many an evening^s 
c on vewation! In whatever cot the drcumstanoe was 
mentioned, the old shepherds rose and went out'-4he 
younken, who had listened to the prayers with reverence 
and fear, bit their lips— the matrons plied away at thdr 
wheels in silence— it was singular that none of them 
should hare known the Tmoe of a swan firam that of the 
devil l—4hey were very angry with the lad, and regarded 
him as a sort of blasphemer. 

Aa 
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Non VIII. 
Set jfOH bme emm, to gra^ wUh a^^ 
Above ike base qfpnmd Cain^Gonn^^V* US. 
I only 6aw thin oU eum at a dirtaact; but tha naira- 
tiire wUdi my gnide g»re me of the oU man's low vaa 
Tery nSecting. He had gmie to tbe fbrest in Nofenber 
to look after some goats that were Takmng, when a dieni- 
fiil storm icame sudd^y on, the effects of whidi wwe 
fidt throughout the Idngdom. It was well enough known 
that he was lost in the fnrast, but the snow being so deap, 
it was judged imposnUe to find the body, and no one 
looked after it It was not dlsoovered until the harvest 
following, when it was found accidfintdly by a shephod. 
The plaid and dothes which were uppermost not being 
decayed, it appeared like the body of a man lyiagentiie; 
but niien he b^gan to move them, the dry bones raltM 
together, and the bare white scull was lying in the bonnet 

NOTB IX. 
(Ud Damd^?. US. 
1 remember hearing a ?ery old man, named David 
Laidlaw, who lived somewhen in the neighbourhood fii 
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Hawick, relate many of the adventureB of this old moH»« 
trooper, his great progenitor, and the first vho ever bore 
the name. He described him at a great chamidon— « 
man quite b?indUe, and quoted sereral renes of a bai- 
led reUdng to him, which I never heard either before 9t 
■aoa. I remember only one of them : 

There wsi sae banna of barley meal 
Cam dantin dune bj DaTj*! ihei]. 
But out cam DaTj and his lads. 
And dang Che banna a* in Uads. 

He ezpbuned how this *' bannock of bailey meal" meant 
a rich booty, which the old hero captincd from a band of 
maranderk He lived at Garwdl in Eakdak-moor. 

Lody-Law, where the principal scene of this tak is 
laid, is a hiU on the hmds of Shmthope in the wUds of 
Ettrick. The Fairy Sbck is up m the middle of the 
hni, a Tery curious rarine, and would be much more so 
when overdiadowed with wood. The Back-bum which 
joins the Ettrick immediately below this hiU, has been 
haunted time immemorial, both by the fairies, and the 
ghoet of a wandering minstrel who was cruelly murdered 
there, and who sle^ in a lone grave a imaU distance 
from the ford. 
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Note X. 
And fear* ofdf, and fury raid. 
Have Uke a morning dream tfcM^ierf.— P. 13& 
The friiies bare now totally disappeand, and it u 8 
pity they should ; for they leem to have been the mort 
defightfal littlest! that erer haunted the Sootish dells. 
There are only Tery few now remaining alive who have 
ever seen them ; and when they did, it was on Hallow- 
evenings while they were youngs when thegwpel was not 
very rife in the country. But^ strange as it may i^pear, 
with ihe witches it is fer otherwise. Never, in the most 
supcntitaoos ages, was the existence of witches, or the in- 
fluence of their diabolical power, more firmly bdieved b, 
than by the inhabitanis of the mountains of Ettridc Fo- 
rtet at the present day. Many precautiow and charms 
are used to avert this influence, and scarcely does a sum- 
mer ebpse in which there are not some of the most gitns 
incantations practised, in order to free flocks and herds 
from the blasting power of thew M hags. There are 
two fermers stiU living, who will both make oath that 
they have wounded several old wives with shot as they 
were traversing the air in the shapes of moor-fowl and 
partridges. A very singular amusement that for dd 
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wives !-^I heard one of these genUemen relate, with the 
utmost seriousness, and as a matter he did not wish to be 
generally known, that one morning, going out a fowling, 
he spQng a pair of moor-fowl in a place where it was not 
oustmnary for moor*fowl to stay— he fired at the hen— 
wounded her, and eyed hor until she alighted beyond an 
old dyke— when he went to the spot, his astonishment 
may be weU conceived, when he found Nell —— jncking 
the haU out of hor limbs ! He was ezftremdy vexed that 
he had not shot the cock, fiv he was almost certain he 
was no other than WaUk Grieve! H 

The tales and anecdotes of odebrated witches, that are 
still rekted in the coimtry, are extremely whimsical and 
diverthig. The following is a weil'^iuikeiUicated one. A 
ntimber of gentlemen were one day met for a chase q/jl 
the lands of Newhouse and Kirkhope — ^their greyhounds 
were numerous and keen, but not a hare could they rane. 
At length a boy came to them, who oflered to start a 
hare to them, if they would give him a guinea, and the 
Uack greyhound to h(4d. The demand was singuhu*, but 
it was peremptory, and on other conditions he would nol 
comply. The guerdon was accordingly paid— 4he hare 
was started, and the sport afforded by the chase was 
excellent^i-the greyhounds were all baffled, and b^gan 
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to give up one by one, when one of the pwty cuae dOy 
behind ^ hoy, and cot tbe leidli in whicb be held tbe 
VUk dof «-sway be Aew to join the chanu^The boy, 
hmag all raooDectioni ran, bairlhi|^ out with gnat vadfe- 
radon, '' Hny, nitber, rin ! ! Hay, rin, ye arid witdi, 
if over ya ran i'yer life!! Rin, mitfaer, rin I r ThBUaok 
dog came fiut np with her, and wat jaet b^iainbg to 
wntOk her, when she spriing in at tbe window of a filide 
eottage and enaped. The riden toon came to the plaoe^ 
and enterad dte oot in nardi of tbe hare; bnt> fel there 
was no living creature tbm bnt tbe old woman lying 
pnolfaig in a bed, to bnmkktt that the oonld not ipeak 
awoidllS 

But the bert old witdi tale that remains, b that wbtob 
ii related nf die eMnted Mi<3iad Scott, Mmter o# Oak. 
wad* Mr Welter Soatt bat ptmenred it, bat n altered 
Dkmb the oriipnal way, tiiat it ia not eaty to raoogauBe it. 
Thii old ^MOple tdl it at ftiHowa; There was one of Mr 
Michml's fenants who had a wife that wm dm mott not. 
ahlewitdiof theagc SoextraorcKnary were her pow- 
en, tliat the eonnlry people began to pot Ihran in < 
tHian with these of Iha Master, and my, that m 
emtfriyashesurpattedbim. Michad conld ill I 
hninuathais ; fcr there is ahrays jeahnqr bttwea n great 
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elmmciim, and went 07er (me day with his dogs on pre« 
feenoe of hunting, hut in reality with an intent of exerda* 
mg tome of his infernal power in the chastifieQient of 
Ludry — — (I hare the best reason in the world for con- 
cealing her repated name). He found her alone in the 
field weeding lint; and denred her, in afiriendly manner, 
to show him some of her powerful art Shf! was very 
angry with him, and demed that she had any supdmat^ 
ural skilL He, however, amtinuing to press her, she 
told him sharply to let her alone, else she. would muke 
him rqpent the day he trouhled her. How she pero e ifed 
the Tirtues of Michad's waUd is not known, but in a mo- 
ment she snatched it from his hand, and gave him duree 
lashes witii it. The knight was momently dianged to a 
hare, when the malidons' and inveterate hag cried oat, 
laughing, '* Shu, Michael, rin or dee !" and baited all 
his own dogs upon him. He was extremely hard hunt- 
ed, and was obliged to swim the river, and take shelter in 
the sewer of his own castle from the fury of his pursuers, 
where he got leisure to diange himself again to a man. 

Midiael being extremely diagrined at having bem 
thus outwitted, studied a deadly revenge ; and going over 
afterwards to hunt, he sent his man to FauMsbope to 
borrow some bread from Ludcy — — i^ to give to his dogi^ 
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for thai he liad negleeled to feed them before he 
from home. If she g»re him the bread, he was to thank 
her and oome wsmj; but if she lefosed it> he gave him a 
line written in red diancten, which he was to lodge 
above the lintel as he came out The servant found her 
baking of bread, as his matter assured him he would, and- 
delivered his mesnge. She received him most ungradeua- 
ly, and absolutely refused to give him any Inead, alleg- 
ing, as an excuse, that she had not as much as would 
serve her own reapen to dinner. The man said no more, 
but lodged the line as directed, and returned to his master. 
The powerful spdl had the denred effsd ; Lucky*—*— 
instantly threw off her dothes, and danced round and 
round the fire like one quite mad, nngiog the while with 
great glee, 

«• Master Midiad Scott*t man 
Cam seekin bread an* gat nane.** 

The dinner hour arrived, but the reapers lodced in vain 
for their dame, who was wont to bring it to them to the 
field. The goodman sent home a servant girl to anst 
her, but neither did she return. At length he orderod 
them to go and take thdr dinner at home, for he suspect- 
ed his spouse had taken some of her tirrams. All of 
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them went inadverteDtly into the houfle^ and, as toon as 
they passed beneath the mighty chann^ were seized with 
the same mania^ and Mowed the example of their mis- 
tress. The goodman, who had tarried behind, setting 
some shocks of com, came home last ; and hearing the 
noise ere oFer he came near the house, he did not yen- 
ture to go in, bat peeped in at the window. There he 
behdd all his people dancing naked round and round 
the fire, and singing, " Master Michael Scott's man," 
with the most frantic wildness. His wife was by that 
time quite exhausted, and the rest were half tnuling her 
around. She could only now and then pronounce a syl- 
lable of the song, wluch she did with a kind of scream, 
yet sefaned as intent on the qiort as ever. 

The goodman mounted his horse, and rode with all 
speed to the Master, to inquire what he had dcme to his 
people which had^ut them all mad. Michael bade him 
take down the note from the lintel and bum it, which he 
did, and all the people returned to their senses. Poor 
Lucky — r- died overnight, and Michael remained un- 
matched and alone in all the arts of enchantment and 
necromancy. 
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KoTi XI. 
The Spetififs CtadU A«^>^. 145. 
I medtimied finMriy tftat ihe tela of M^Gn^ior m 
^Mmded on a poj^ulilr HBghland twdWwn 'lo akoktibit 
Smi; of tlie SfiteM iii the intradaotoi to h, wlMh to 
m^ ftl least, giVM it « peOiUttr iiileMt. Ai I was oooo 
traVifliiii^ itp OleB-Dochai^ alteDded hf Donald Fkhov 
a shepherd of iktHiit cMintrjr, he pointed out to ue toum 
coiioitt gnm dtUB, by the Mb of tho lasge riwmlH whksk 
desceiidB fioiri tiio liidc of Bto Mora> thoMine of vUdi^ 
in iiie Gttdte lltDgQa|;e, iigtiiilcs Ube «6«l^ of iAe^airfat. 
A natife of thsteomitty^ whov still lii^> happeniiif to 
be benighted there one samuer erenfaig; without knoir* 
ing fliat the jdaoe wm hanrited^ wrapped hhnsdf in his 
phiidy and kydown to sleep till the morning. AboiM; 
midn^t he was awalnd by the most endumting moiie ; 
and on listeliing, he heard it to be th^ vdoe of a woman 
ringing to her child. She sung the renes twice met, s6 
that next morning he had several of them bjr faMrt. 
FiAer had he^rd them often recited in Gadic, and ht 
said they were wild beyond human conception. He r^ 
membered only a few lines, which were to the same pur- 
port with the Spirit's Song here inserted, namdy, that 
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she (the singer) had brought her babe from the regions 
below to be cooled by the breeoe of the world, and that 
they would soon be obliged to part, for the child was go- 
ing to hearen, and she was to remaiii for a season in pur- 
fktorjr. I had not before heard any thing so trely ro- 
mantic 

Note XIL 
Tkat ike pine, which Jbr agei had shed a Mghi kak^ 
Afitr on the momUame ofHigUmui Oiei^Fah, 
ShoM wither amdfaU ere the tem of jfOR moon, 
Smit through by the canker of hated Cdquhmn^V. 150. 
The pine was the standard, and is still the crest of the 
McGregors ; and it ii wdl hamm Aat the pnmcHption 
of that dan wlli*occaiioBed by a akuigbter of the Col- 
qohouBs, who were its constant and inveterate eneinica. 
That bloody biMMss let foose the TeHgeaoce of liie conn- 
try upon them, wUebhad nearly extirpated the name. 
The Campbelk and the Gnhams aroae and hunted them 
down like wild beasts, untif a M'Orefor could no more 
be found* 
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NOTB XIII. 

Eari Waker^^V. 155. 
This tnUad is immded <m a weU-known historical fiict 
HolUngBhed mentioiiB it fltightly in the fiiUowingf words: 
'^A Fre&dunaii named Sir Anthony Darae, laught> 
called afterwaids Le Sir de la BamtU, came through 
Enghuid intoScotland, to seek ftats of aims. And com- 
ing to the king the four and twentie of Septemher, the 
Lord Hamilton ibogfat with him right niliantly, and to 
as neither of them lost any piece of honour." 

Note XIV. 
FftMi iku the HamkoHtcfCbfde, 
Thar rog^al Uneage draw. — ^P. 172- 
The Princess Maigaret of Scotland was married to the 
Lord Hamilton when only sixteen yean of age^ who 
received the earldom of Arran as her dowry. Hdling- 
shed sap, " Of this marriage, those of the house of Ha- 
milton are descended, and are nearest of Uood to the 
crown of Soothmd, as they jM-etend; for (as saith Le»- 
leus, lib. nil. p. 3l6,) if the line of the Stewards fieul, the 
crown is to come to them." 
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Note XV. 
JQfaief^^— P. 176. 

Bende die old traditioii <m which ihis ballad is found- 
ed, there are some modem incidents of a nmilar nature^ 
which cannot weO be accounted for, yet are as well at- 
tested as any occurrence that has taken place in the pre- 
sent age. The reUtion may be amusing to some readers. 

A man in the parish of Traquur, and county of Pee- 
bles, was busied one day casting turf in a large open field 
oppodte to the mansion-house the spot is well known, 
and stQl pointed out as rather unsafe ; his daughter, a 
child seren years of age, was playing beside him, and 
amusing him with her prattle. Chandng to ask a ques- 
tion at her, he was surprised at reodving no answer^ and, 
looking behind him, he peroeiTed that his child was not 
there. He always averred that, as far as he could re- 
member, she had been talking to him about half a min- 
ute before ; he was certain it was not above a whole one 
at most. It was in vain that he ran searching all about 
like one distracted, calling her name;— 410 trace of her 
remained. He went home in a state of mind that may 
be better concdved than e x pres s e d, and raised the people 
of the parish, who searched for her several dap with the 
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Enry pool in the imr, every badi aai 
den on the mountauis atonnd w^ midied m fnin. It 
was remarked that ibe Either never much encouraged 
Ae iearch^ being Acrofn^y pemiadad that she was car- 
ried away by some ixiviaiUe beings daeabe ooidd not hare 
vanished so suddenly. As a last resource he implied tp 
the aoinister «f InverlirtheDy a nflig^ihQuring4ivi|ie (^ex- 
emplary piety and seal in religious matters, who enjfnn- 
ed him to cause prayers bp o^lvred to Go4 &r her in 
seven Christian chuidus> next Safabathj at the same in- 
stant of time; '^ and then/' said he^ '^ if sfa^ is dea4» 
God will finrgive omr sin in praying for the dead, as Wf 
do it through ignovapoe; i|nd if she is stiU ^ive, I will 
answer for it> that all the devils in hell difdl be unable to 
keep her." The injunction ww punctually Mtended to. 
She was nememberad in the prayers of a}l the nrighbou^- 
iiig oongr^tions, next Simday^ at the same hour, and 
never were there siidi primers tor brvom heard befow. 
There was ope divine in particoiari Mr Davidson, who 
prayed in such a roaiiner that i^l the hepuierB tiembled. 
As the old divine foivbeded, so it fell opt. Onthatvery 
day, and within an hour (tf the time on whidi theis 
prayen were offmd, the girl was found, b the Plem 
wood, sitting, picking the bark firam a tree. She could 
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gire no perfiBct aooount of the drcmnitaiioei wUch had 
bffiJkn to her^ but ahe said she did not want plenty of 
neat, fer that her mother came and fed her with milk 
and bread aeveral times a-day^ and rang her to deep at 
night Her ildn had acquired a bluish cait^ which wore 
gradually off in the coune of a fiew weeks. Her name 
was Jane Brown^ ihe lived to a very advanced age^ and 
was known to many still alive. Every prcumstance of 
this story is tnith, if the Other's report of the sudden^ 
mm ef her £sq>pearance may be relied on. 

Another dicumstancey though it happened still lalcr^ 
is not less remarkaUe. A shepherd of Tiishilaw> in the 
parish of Ettriek, whose name was Walter Dalgleish, 
wsnt out to the heights of that hrm, one Sabbath mam- 
iag, to herd the young sheqp for his son^ and let him to 
dnuch. He todc hb own dinner akog with him, and 
his son's farsakfiut When the sermons we» over, the 
lad went straight home, and did not return to his fiither. 
Night came, but nothing of the old shepherd ^ipeared. 
When it grew very late hb dug came home se e med ter« 
rified, and refused to take any meat. The &mily were 
ffl at ease during the night, c^iecially as they never had 
known hb dug leave him befine; and early next morn- 
ing the lad arose and went to the height to kiok after his 
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fiiAer and hk flock. He found hu sheep all eceltered, 
and his firther's dinner unbroken, lying on the same spot 
where they had parted the day before. At the diatanoe 
of 20 yards frnn the spot, the plaid which the old man 
wore was lying as if it had been flung frnn him, and a 
little farther on, in the same direction, his bonnet was 
found, but nothing of himsel£ The country people, as 
on all such occasions, rose in great numben, and search- 
ed for him many days. My fother, and several old men 
still alire, were of the party. He could not be found or 
heard of, neither dead nor alive, and at length they gaY€ 
up all thougfate of ever sedng him more. 

On the 20tfa day after bis disappearance, a sh^herd's 
wife, at a place called Berry-bush, came m as the fomily 
was fitting down to dinner, and said, that if it were po^ 
siUe to believe that Walter Dalgleish was still in exist- 
ence, she would say yonder was he coming down the bill. 
They all ran out to watch the pheaomencn, and as the 
person approached nigfaer, they perceived that it was ac- 
tually he, walking without bis plaid and his bonnet. 
The place where be was first deaoried is not a mile dia* 
tant from that where he was kst seen, and there is nei- 
ther brake, bag, nor bush. When be came into the 
house, be shook hands with them all— «8ked for his fiik- 
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uiily, and spoke as if he had been absent for years, and 
as if ocmvinoed something had befallen them. As they 
peroeiFed something singular ih hb looks and manner, 
they unfortunately fofebore asking him any questions at 
ftnt, but desired him to nt and share their dinnel'. This 
he readily complied with^ and b^g^an to sup some broth 
with seeming eagerness. He had only taken one or two 
spoonfuls when he suddenly stopped, a kind of rattling 
noise was heard in his breast, and he sunk back in a fidnt. 
They put him to bed, and from that time forth, he never 
spoke another word that any person could make seme of. 
He was removed to his own home, where he lin|nered a 
few weeks, and then died. What befel him remains to 
this day a mystery, and for ever must 

Note XVI. 
Bid €0 the lisf fling groups stood stiB, 
For ^piriis tdked akmg the hiU.—V. 204. 
The echoes of evening, which are occadoned by the 
voices or mirdi of different parties not aware of each 
other, have a curious and striking effect. I have known 
some country people terrified almost out of their senses at 
hearing vmces and laughter among difls, where they 
knew it imposnble for human being to reach. Some of 
Bb 
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tbeecboei around Edmborgfa are extremely grand ;wluil 
wooldtfaey then be were the biUioovered with wood? I 
have witnened noUuDg more xomantic dun from a ats- 
ation behind the Pleaaaaee, where all the neitei of the 
dty are oomphtely hushedi to hear the notei ti the 
drum, tnimpety and boglc^ pound fi^Bi the dift of Safi^ 
bory^ and the TiewUiB cannooB tfninderiag: Cram tte 
rack. The efict u truly luUime. 

Now XVII. 
MofT^ Sooit^F. 90S, 
This ballad ia Sounded on the old waog <tf The Gng 
Gou Hamk. The catastrophe ia the «une, and happew 
at the aame place^ namely, in St Mary's churdi-yaid. 
The castle of TudiQaw, where the chief scene of the tale 
is laid^ stood on a shelve of the hill which overlooks the 
junction of the rivers Ettrick and Ranklebum. It ia 
ji singular situationj and seems to have been chosen for 
the eatendve prospect of the valley which it commands 
both to the east and west It wm the finest old baronii^ 
castle of whidi the Forest can boast, but the uH^er arches 
and turrets fell in» of late yeai% with a crash that alarm- 
ed the whole neighbourhood. It is now a huge heap of 
ruins. Its last inhabitant was Adam Sooittiy who was 



Digitized by 



Google 



NOTBa 371 

long denomiiiated in the toath the Kaig of ike Bankr, 
Init the oooitien called him the Khig qf TUeva. King 
James V. acted upon the same principle with these 
powerfiil chiefr, most of whom disregarded hb autho* 
ritjr, as Bonaparte did with the sovereigns of Europe. 
He always managed matters so as to take eadi of them 
ringl^handed — made a rapd and secret march— otct- 
threw one or two of them^ and then returned directly 
home till matters were ripe for taldng the advantage of 
some other. He marched on one day from Edinburgh to 
Meggatdale, accompanied by a chosen body of horsemen, 
surprised Peres Cockbunij a bold md capricious outlaw 
who tyrannised over those parts, hanged him over hb 
own gate, sacked and burnt his castle of Henderiand, 
atad divide his lands between two of his principal fol- 
lowers. Sir James Stuart and the Lord Hume. From 
Henderland he marched across the mountaius by a wild 
unfrequented path, still called the Kin^s Road, and ap- 
peared before the gates of Tushihrw about sun^rise. Scott 
was completely taken by surpriae; be, however, rushed 
to arms with his few friends who were |Hresent, and, after 
a de^ieiate but unequal conflict. King James overcame 
him, plundered his castle of riches and stores to a prodi- 
giouB amount^ hanged the old Border King over a huge 
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tUBe wbich is still growini^ in the corner of the easde- 
yard, and orer which he himsdf had hanged many a one^ 
carried his head iRth him in triumph to Edinhnrghj 
and placed it on a pole over one of the ports. There was 
a long and deadly feud between the Scotts and the Ken 
in those days ; the Pringla, Murreys, and othen around, 
always joined with the latter, in order to keep down the 
too powerful Scotts, who were not noted as the best of 
neigliboun. 

Note XVIII. 
Ktfig Edward 9 dream. — P. 257. 
The scene of this ballad is on the banks of the Eden 
in Cumberland, a day's march back from Burgh, on the 
sands of Sdway, where King Edward I*, died, in the 
nudst of an expedition against the Scots, in whidi he had 
iolemnly sworn to extirpate them as a nation. 

Note XIX, 

DumJBiin^.— P. 266. 

This ballad relates to a well-known historical fact, ^ 

which tradition has preserred an accorate and feasible 

'detail The battiee took place two or three yean sufasfr- 

quent to the death of King James V. I hare heard that 
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it is snodntly related bj some histarian, but I baTe for- 
get who it it. HoUiogthed gives a long bliiigliiig aoooiint 
of the matter^ but places the one battle a year before the 
other ; whereas it does not appear that Lennox made two 
excursions into Nithsdale^ at the head of the EngUsh 
forces, or fought two Uoody battles with the bird of 
Dumlanrig on the same ground, as the historian would 
insinuate. He says, that Dumlanrig, after pursuing 
them cantioualy for some time, was overthrown in at- 
tempting to cross a ford of the river too rashly ; that he 
lost two of his principal kinsmen, and 200 of hu fol- 
lowers; had several spears broken up<m his body, and 
escaped only by the goodness of his horse. The battle 
which took place next night, he relates as having hap« 
pened next year ; but it must be visible to every reader 
that he is speaking of the same incidents in the annals of 
both years. In the second engagement he acknowledges 
that Dumlanrig defeated the English horse, which he.at- 
tributes to a desertioit firom the latter, but that, after 
pursuing them as far as Dalswinton, they were joined by 
the foot, and retrieved the day. The account given of 
the battles, by Lesleus and Fran. Thin, seems to have 
been so different, that they have misled the chronologer; 
the names of the towns and villages appearing to him so 
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^SSennt, whovMa local laumkdgt cf Ae oomitry wwdd 
have ooiifiiioed Um thai hoA aooooBtt relaled to die 



NoTsXX. 

To deMvibe the m^kmMBg soeiM to ^Hucfa Ab ro- 
mantic tale rdates^ loolmldll and Staft, to veO Imoim 
^to the cnriooB^ would only be multlplyiB^ pag|«B to bo 
ptupose. B7 the Temple of the ooean 11 meant the lafe 
of Staffii, and hy its cfaaned the cave of FingaL 

NoTi XXI. 
O, wise woi ihejmtnder, and wdl said he, 
** Where there are women wuMrfmu^ 6e.^— -P. 500L 
St Coltimba jdaoed the nuns in an idaad at a little 
dbtance from I^ as the nati?es cbU lona. He wooML 
not suffer either a taw or a woman to set loot on it; 
** tar where there are cows," sud he, " there most he 
women; and where diere are women, there must he mn- 
diief." 
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Tkt Harp tf EUrick rung «f0M.— P. 3S8. 
That Mne netaUe bud ioraifllied m Eltridc FffttUt 
m liud afe is e?ident» horn the miiiiei^uH ballads and 
naga whkh vebte to pfaen hi tint ooiuitrf » and ind* 
dMitaliMit happened tfaefe. Many W these aie of a rerf 
aoperior east OtOlam Murray, Ycmng Tarn Lean cf 
CarUrhau^ Jmme Te^e the fair Dodkead, Thedmg 
Vonmi rf Yarrom, and many othert, are cf the nmnber'. 
Dunbar, in im Lament for the Bards, merely mentions 
him by thetitkof JSHfric^; more of him we know not 

Note XXIII. 
xMardan i$ crowned tvuK gariands ff^f 
And bears the envied prixe am^, — P. 929* 
Qoeen Mary's harp, of most curioos workmandnp, was 
fcond in the Jiouse of Lode, on the banks of die Garry in 
Athol, as was the old Caledonian harp. They were both 
brought to that house by a bride, which the chieftain of 
Lude mairied firom the fionily of Gardyn of Banchory 
(now Garden of Troup). It was defaced of all its orna- 
ments, and Queen Mary's portrait, set in gold and jewels 
dniing the time of the hst rebdlion. How it came into 
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die poMorioD of tbat &mily k not kooim, at hart tadi- 
tioiii wy coDMarMj regiitUng the inddeBt. But tJbere 
IB every reason to sappow, that it wai girea in oou^i 
queooe of some muncal excellency b one or other of the 
GardynB; for it may flcaroely be deemed^ that the niyal 
denor would oonftr so rich and so curious an instnnneni 
on one who eould make no use. of it So fiiur does the 4ak 
oorrespond with trutibj and there k, besades, a fiirther cor 
incidenoe of whidi I was not previously aware. I find, 
that Queen Mary actually gave a g?iuid treat at Holy- 
rood-Jioase at the very tine specified in the Poem, where 
gmt profidency was diq^y ed both in inum and dangin^ 

NoTB XXIV. 
Caomi^^ a Soots liOwland term, and osed to distin- 
guish all sudi hills as are scooped out on (me side in form 
of a crescent. The bosom of the hill, or that portion 
which lies within the lunated veige, b always denominate 
§i the coombs 

NoTB XXV, 
Shanh^U likewise a Lowland term, and denotes the 
dxniti or brow of a hill ; but the part so doiominated is 
always understood to be of a paiticukrfonn» broad at tht 
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twiesy and eootracted to a point abore. Each of thesa 
.tanu ooDireyB to the mind a ttrong picture ctf the place to 
derigned. Both are very oonunon. 

Note XXVI. 
£aiv— ognifiet a detached hill of any description^ hat 
jDore generally mch as are of a roond or conical form. 
It leeini to bear the same acceptation in the Lowlands of 
4Scotland, as Bm does in the Highlands. The term is 
•apposed to have had its derivation firom the drcumstance 
of the ancient inhabitants of the ooontry distribating the 
iam on the tc^ of such hills ; and where no <Mie of that 
iorm was nigh> artificial mounds were nused in the neigh- 
bourhood of towns for that purpose. Hence they were 
originally called Law^kUU ; \mt, by a natural and easy 
contraction^ the laws and the kiUi of the country came to 
■gnify the. same thing. A little affinity may still be 
inoed ; — both were effisctive in impeding the progress of 
an hostile invader; while the hardy native surmounted 
both without difficulty, and without concern. 

NoT« xxvn. 

Ghh^ a term common to every part of Scodand 
alike, and invariably denotes d^e whole course of a moun- 
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tain BtraoDy with aH the 1^ anA vtSIm m «adi ode to 
th« §nt ranuDit It b an miflfinite torn, and dNofta 
no particdar size, or local appeaianee of a riTcr, or iht 
■oenery contiguous to it^ fiuther than that it ii one, and 
mdined to be narrow and canfined between die hiBs; 
then gicm being from one to thirty nuki in kngth, and 
propoitionaUy difliniiha' in oAer re^ieclB. ByaG<e% 
kownrer, it fcncraliy to be undantood n bnaek ef n 
greater rirer. The ooune at the great rifcr is deMMnk 
nated the Simik, as Smth-Tny, S«rallKfi|ie]r> Sic ; and 
the lesser rircn» which ooBsmunieate with thes^ we tka 
Qlms. There may be n few encepdona from this ( 
mk, but thqr are of no srail as nflecting the t 
ef the tmn wheaerer it is nsed as descriptiTe. 

Non XXVIII. 
Stnme^Onty onoe used.)--^ Sirme it Oat MB 
whidi tenniaates the range. It is a Highhuid term, bnt 
eommon in the middle Jblriets €f Soodand. 



Not* XXIX. 
i%»-ls likewise n HigUaBid term, and 
mountain of a pyramidal form, lAsch 
wiln othcB* 
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NotkXXX. 
Dal e ■ 1 the ooone of a Lovlaiid riytr, with its wlj^ 
ent hills and yalfin. It oonveyB the nme meMiiag as 
Strath does in the Highlands. 

NovbXXXI. 

W ale ( only ence used) — is a Hdjrideui tenn^ and og* 

nttes the lerge or brim of the mountain. It is supfnsed 

to be modern^ and used only in those maritime districts^ 

as hariag a lefieveuoe to the gunnd, or wale, of a ship or 



Note XXXII. 
Oanff or Csrrei— « a northern term^ and is iBTariafaly 
dss eripU ve of a green hdlkm part of the mountain, from 
wUdi a riyulet descends. 

NOTB XXXIII. 
If there is any other word or term peculiar to Scot- 
hmd, I am not aware of it The Songs of die two hards, 
indeed, who affect to imitate the andent manner, abound 
with old Scotch wordi and terms, which, it u presumed, 
the rythm, the tenor of the TerK, and the nanatiTe, will 
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• ,p. , • . ihey may not be faond in any gloioury 

^.4i^^,4^ TheBe are, indeed, generally lo nolo- 

•ly deficient and abnird, that it is pain£al finr any one 

og n rera a nt in the genuine old proTincial dialect to look 

into them. 

Ignorant, however, as I am of every dialect sare my 
mother tongue, I imagine that I understand so much of 
the EngHsh language as to pereeive that its muscular 
strength 0(Hisi8ts.in the eneigy of its {yrimitive stem — in 
the trunk from which all its foliage hath fining, and 
around which its exuberant tendrils are all entwined and 
interwoven — I mean the remains of the andent Teutonic 
On the strength of this concaved principle, wfaidi may 
haply be erroneous, I have laid it down as a maxim, that 
the greater number of these old words and terms that can 
be introduced with propriety into our language, the bet- 
ter. To this my casual innovations must be attributed* 
The authority of Grahame and Scott has of late rendered 
a few of these M terms legitimate. If I had been as 
much master of the standard hmguage as they, I would 
luive introduced ten times more. 
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Note XXXIV. ■ ip*^ 

The foHowing Poem was inserted bj the rablisii. 
the Second SditioD, as illustfatiTe of some of t. .. 
Songs in the Work. It was written and sent to him 
by B. Babton^ Esq. Woodbridge, Suffolk. 

Shepherd of Ettrick ! as of yore 
to humUe swains tlie Senphs sung; 

Again, thougli now unseen, they pour 
Their hallow'd strains from mortal Umgoe^ 

For O ! celestial are the tones 

The minstrel strikes to Malcolm's sorrow; 
When Jura, echoing bade his moans. 

Claims the lost maiden of Glen-ora. 

Soft dies the strain ; the cords now ring. 
Swept by a more impetuous hand; 

Indignant Gardyn strikes the string. 
And terror chills the listening band. 

Now from the difls of old Caim-gmn, 
Dark gathering douds the tempest bring; 

He comes, the Spuit of the Storm f^ 
And at the rustUng of his wing,. 
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The h9Xifs wild notes^ maw ii^, now^lor. 

In nopymg cidcnoe iircD or frU, 
Like wintry winds in wild Glenooe, 
» Or mined Bothwell's roofleu hall. 

A wilder strain is wafted near 
As from the regions of ibe dky ; 

And wheveTs the mortal dial can hear 
Umnoved the Spectra's hilkhjr^ 

To weare the due reward of praise 
For every find hard were vam; 

Nor suits an humUe poefs lays. 
Who hnves, yet lean a bftier strain. 

Yet most I ponse upon the tale 
Of that strange horit for Stafik hound; 

Proudly she greets the morning gak^ 
Proudly die sails from holy grounds 

O, nerer yet ^ ship that traced 
The patUoBs bosom of the main. 

Been with sodi magic numhen graced. 
Or honoured with m sweet a strain. 
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But wbO| that sees the manung riae 

Serenely Imgkt^ can tell the hour 
When the rough tempest of the akieB. 

Shall next display its awful powor ? 

And who, that sees the floating back 

Sail forth obedient to the gale^ 
Foresees the impending honwfs dailc. 

That swell the temr of tbe tale ? 

Nor can I pais in silence by 

That fiiFoured maiden's wondrous dooni« 
Who, 'neath a self-illumined sky. 

Saw fields and flowem in endless Jdoom. 

O HeaFen^taug^kt Shepherdl when or whcte 
Was that ethereal legend wrought? 

What uiged thee thus a %ht lo dare 
Through reahns by ftHsner bards unsou^tf 

Say, hast thou, like Kikneny, been 
Transpcnled to the land of thought; 

And thence, by minstrel vision keen, . 
The fire of inspiration caught? 
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ItmiuCbeBo: in cottage l<Mie, 

To dreams of poesy resigned. 
From Ettrick'g banks thy soul hn flowB* 

And earth-«bom follies left behind. 

Then threugh those scenes Omeny MkW, 
In tnmoe ecstatic haet thou roved. 

And witaesnd, bat with hdy awe;. 
What mortal £Micy ne?«r proved. 

O Shepherd! slnoe 'tk thine to boast 
The fiisdnadng powers of scnig^ 

Far, far above liie coontlefls host. 
Who s«reil tiie Moses' si^ipliant throng. 

The Girr op God distnut no more. 
His iniqHrataon be thy guide; 

Be heard thy harp from shore to shore, 
Thy song^s reward thy country's pride. 

Woonaamox, April 81, 181& 

THE EKD. 
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